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CHAPTER I. 



ON DECK. 

There was at this time much excitement in 
Leichardt's Land. The Governor had finished 
his term of office, and a new Governor was 
about to take his place. There were also other 
changes in the general administration of law 
and order. The first Chief Justice who had 
come out with the Governor on the formation 
of the colony into a separate independency was 
dead, and his successor, appointed in England 
— a cause of offence to the Leichardtstonians — 
was to arrive at the same time as the new 
Governor. The Leichardtstonians were not 
altogether pleased at the choice that had been 
made in the matter of their new Governor. 
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2 NtTLMA 

They were a little spoiled. The former Ad- 
ministrator, and the inaugurator as well of their 
political independence, had been a young man 
of mark in his way, and of considerable intel- 
lectual endowments. Moreover, he had brought 
out as his bride a lady who was very beautiful 
— a foreigner of high birth and great social 
attractions, who had at once captivated the 
warm-hearted Leichardtstonians. To be sure, 
the colony was a baby, so to speak, and had no 
right to expect the best that was going ; but 
babies are proverbially exacting and loud-voiced 
in their complaints ; and Leichardt's Land felt 
aggrieved, and declared openly that if she were 
not good enough to have a peer, like two of 
her sister colonies, or an ex-diplomat of some 
distinction and wealth like another, she should 
at least have been given something better than 
a worn-out soldier, whose health and energy 
had been sapped by African fevers in his last 
governorship ; who was only a commoner, and 
not a wealthy one, and who was, moreover, a 
widower. 

That last fact certainly might, under some 
conditions, have been a recommendation ; but it 
was generally known that Colonel Burnside, as 
the new Governor was named, did not care for 
society, and was too old to think of altering his 
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ON DECK 3 

state. Matrons and maids wailed loudly, de- 
claring that Government House would never 
be again what it had been in dear Lady 
Randal's time; and there had been even talk 
of a protest on the part of Leichardt's Land 
to Her Majesty's Government 

In the midst of the general discontent there 
came a drop of balm into the cup of bitterness. 
Though the new Governor was a widower, it 
became known that his late wife had been the 
sister of the present Marquis of Kelvin, and 
that the lady who would do the honours of 
Government House was a certain Lady Arthur 
Keefe, wife of Colonel Burnside's nephew by 
marriage, whoiii he was bringing out as his 
private secretary. To have a Lady Arthur, a 
Marquis's daughter-in-law, at the head of social 
affairs was the next best thing to having a 
genuine peeress, and Leichardt's Town was to 
a certain extent comforted. 

Of course. Lord Arthur Keefe was only a 
fourth son, and it was agreed that he must be 
poor to accept such an appointment, which 
took away from the consolation. But again it 
was suggested that he, too, might have delicate 
lungs, like the new Chief Justice, that eminent 
barrister, Outram Kenward, Q.C., who was 
throwing up a successful practice and good 
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prospects as a likely member of Parliament 
solely because his doctor had declared it abso- 
lutely necessary that he should pass several 
years in a warm, dry climate, the air of 
Leichardt s Land, it is well known, being a 
certain preventive against tendency to con- 
sumption. 

There was a good deal of speculation rife 
about Lady Arthur. In those days volumes 
of Burke and Debrett were not plentiful in 
Leichardt's Land, for social exigencies did not 
often require the consultation of a table of pre- 
cedence ; but in time it became duly established 
that, oddly enough, she also was a foreigner ; 
presumably, however, nobody of distinction, 
for she was set down simply as Marguerite, 
daughter of one Charles Mallalieu — without 
even a *de* — of Brussels. Then it was 
whispered that she was a little older than her 
husband, and that she, like the brilliant Lady 
Randal, was very handsome and very charm- 
ing, so that though the elder ladies of Leich- 
ardt's Town, most of whom were of English 
extraction, frowned, the young married women 
and the girls plucked up heart, for they now 
felt pretty certain that there would be good 
times at Government House after all. 

The object of this discussion suspected 
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ON DECK 5 

something of what was being said about her. 
She was sitting on the deck of the man-of-war 
which had been sent on from the capital of the 
next colony to convey the new Governor to 
Leichardt's Town, the small coasting steamer 
not being in those days considered good enough 
for such distinguished passengers. It was the 
evening before they were to arrive at their 
destination. Lady Arthur was lying upon a 
deck-chair, her profile showing clearly in the 
moonlight against a background of bulwarks, 
and, as the vessel lurched, of deep blue sky in 
which the Southern constellations shone palely. 
She was certainly a very pretty woman, more 
charming, perhaps, than absolutely pretty, with 
that charm of a certain exotic type — creamy 
skin, narrow oval face, slightly aquiline nose, 
a seductive sort of smile, full-lidded, short- 
sighted-looking dark eyes, with arched brows 
and crinkly dark hair, parted above the brows. 
She had something of the foreign manner of 
gesticulation too, but, when she spoke, only a 
very slight accent. At a little distance from 
her, in a more sheltered part of the deck, sat 
the Governor, a fine-looking old man with a 
heavy white moustache and, it was evident 
even in the moonlight, a yellow, unhealthy 
skin. He was smoking a cigar and talking to 
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one of the officers. By the side of the vessel 
stood a tall, slightly corpulent young man, 
with a handsome, expressionless face, heavy in 
mould, a pointed, blonde moustache, and thin, 
closely cropped fair hair. He looked stupid, 
but noticeably a gentleman. He was smoking, 
too, in company of another of the officers, and 
every now and then lifted his large head, which 
he kept when speaking rather bent forward, 
to glance in the direction of Lady Arthur 
and a man she was talking to. The corpulent 
gentleman was Lord Arthur Keefe, the lady's 
husband, and Governor Burnside's private 
secretary. Her companion was the Chief 
Justice. 

An aide-de-camp and one or two other men 
were lounging upon the deck. The man to 
whom Lady Arthur was talking was of quite a 
different type from the members of the Gover- 
nor's staff or the officers of the man-of-war. 
He was impressive-looking, with a massive, 
inscrutable kind of face, its large features seem- 
ing larger because of his excessive leanness. 
The nose was slightly hooked, and he had that 
peculiar flexible mouth, stern, and yet humorous, 
which seems to be a characteristic of the legal 
profession. His shoulders were broad, and he 
had the makings of a strikingly powerful and 
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athletic frame ; but the effect was again spoiled 
by his leanness and an evident constitutional 
delicacy out of keeping with Nature's original 
intention. He had very deep-set dark eyes, 
and a way of gazing at the person whom he 
addressed that would in the witness-box be 
disconcerting ; and he had also a rather wearied 
expression, as if the banalities of life had been 
a little too oppressive. His hair was almost 
coal black, but had one striking peculiarity. 
On the left side, from almost the crown of the 
head to the tip of the ear, there was a patch of 
silvery white. He was not a young man, but 
he looked older than his years, which were 
about thirty-five. He had been gazing very 
intently at Lady Arthur as she lay back, softly 
furling and unfurling a fan with steel spangles, 
which reflected the light from, the companion- 
way. They had been silent for a minute or 
two. He broke the silence abruptly : 

* I know you don't object to my smoking.' 
She laughed. '* That should be an established 
fact by this time. Besides, Arthur is hardly 
ever without a cigarette — except when he is 
absolutely on duty.' 

She watched him take out his case, and 
deliberately select a cigar, which he lighted and 
puffed slowly without speaking. 
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* I wonder,' she exclaimed, ' what they expect 
of me over there/ 

' Youll soon find out. To-morrow you will 
have come into your kingdom/ 

* No, I shan't find out — not at once, anyhow ; 
one never does till one has made irretrievable 
mistakes/ 

* Oh, you won't make mistakes/ 

* What makes you say that ?* she asked with 
some sharpness. 

* Well, you haven't made any as yet/ 

' I have made one great and irretrievable 
mistake — no, I have made two/ 

* Tell me/ He bent towards her, and added, 
with a caressing touch in his voice, *I hope 
you are not going to say something which it 
would pain me to hear. L think I know the 
first mistake.* 

He gave an almost imperceptible glance 
towards the spot where Lord Arthur was 
standing, out of earshot of the two. Lady 
Arthur followed the direction of his eyes, and 
made an equally imperceptible nod. 

* Yes, that's one.* 

* The great and irretrievable one. And the 
other?' 

* Can't you guess that, too ? From what you 
said, I should think you must do so.* 
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* I suppose I do. You have been hinting at 
regrets lately. And this is the last evening! 
That's what I meant. Why be unkind — now ?' 

' Do you really care ?' 

'You know I care. Haven't I given the 
best proof of it ?* 

' In coming out here ? But that was a great 
deal my doing.* 

'And — you forget — Sir Alured Lake's.' 

' Ah, yes ; you couldn't have stood another 
winter.* The statement was half interrogative. 

• I dare say I should have knocked under. 
Sir Alured said so, anyhow. Oh, I haven't the 
faintest doubt as to the wisdom of my coming 
out here — in the long-run,' he went on quietly. 
' It should help my career. I shall be dealing 
with new elements, and it's always a good thing 
to get out of the old-world rut ; one can always 
go back to it again.' 

'If in the meantime one isn't forgotten,' she 
interposed. 

' The new colony is in people's mouths,' he 
answered. ' I shall be kept before the public 
even better than if a big case were to hoist me 
into prominence in England. Didn't our pre- 
decessor Randal quote from somebody or other 
in his farewell speech the sentiment that to help 
in the formation of a new State is to write one's 
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name upon the bark of a sapling which will 
grow to a forest oak ? The writing grows with 
the tree, and becomes an advertisement. In 
these days careers need advertising.' 

' You think of nothing but your career/ said 
the lady with a plaintive note in her voice. 

* Indeed/ he exclaimed, * I don't think you 
ought to say that.' 

She put out a slim hand and just touched his 
coat sleeve. * We seem to be sparring ; and it 
is the last evening.' 

• Isn't that just what I wanted to impress 
upon you when you spoke of regrets ?* 

' But I did not speak of regrets,' she rejoined 
warmly ; ' or if there were regrets in my mind, 
they were the reflection of those in yours. 
Perhaps,' she added presently with one of 
her winning smiles, * the mistake I meant— the 
second one — is not so serious as you may have 
imagined. I remember that when I was 
married, and we were thinking of going to the 
States for our wedding-trip, Blanche Wilford 
said to me, '* My dear, don't do it ; you can't 
imagine what a disenchanting thing a voyage 
is : one would hate even one's lover at the end 
of it — how much more one's husband!" Sounds 
immoral, doesn't it ? But you see the applica- 
tion ? 



Digitized by 



Google 



ON DECK II 

* Not in the least. It is exactly the senti- 
ment, however, that I should have expected 
from your friend Mrs. Wilford. And there I 
do see the application/ 

'How horrid of you! To hear you talk, one 
would imagine you a worn-out cynic instead of 
the most romantic being ever created.' 

* That's rather strong, isn't it ? I prefer the 
imputation of being a cynic' 

* Oh, but you are romantic, notwithstanding,' 
she said ; * you keep your illusions down 
deep at the bottom of your heart, but they are 
there all the same. No, I haven't got any illu- 
sions about you,' she added with faint bitterness, 
* and I know you have none about me ; that's 
the worst of it all. You take us — women like 
me, of the world, worldly — ^just at the valuation 
the world puts upon us ; we are part of the 
game to you, and even if you lose your heads 
in the excitement of the play, you don't do so 
to the extent of seeing us with halos round ours.' 

'A halo wouldn't be a becoming head-dress 
to you,' he answered. ' It only suits the 
Madonna type, which is distinctly uninteresting.' 

* I wonder if you would find it so. I don't 
feel at all sure. Listen, and I will make yotha 
frank confession of my lurking fear about you, 
1 never felt the least jealous of Nora Glass- 
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thwaite, in spite of her good looks and her 
money and all the talk there was once about 
you and her ; but I do believe that you are the 
kind of man capable of marrying a girl out of a 
convent, and adoring her innocence — ^as long 
as she kept it. I know that there's a sort of 
fascination for you in the notion of moulding a 
child of Nature.' 

'Possibly/ he answered coldly, *on the 
theory of reaction. But I don't fancy that a 
convent boarding-school is exactly the place 
where one would go to look for the child of 
Nature.' 

'Ah, well, perhaps not. / was educated in 
a convent.* 

There was silence again. Kenward puffed 
his cigar, and she fanned herself. Presently 
Lord Arthur came up to them. 

' The Governor wants his whist. I suppose 
you don't care to take a hand, Margot ?* 

* No, I think not to-night ; it's nicer up here.' 

' Nor you, Kenward ? 

' No, I think not,' also replied the Chief 
Justice. ' I am of Lady Arthur's opinion, that 
it's nicer up here.' 

' Oh, well, there are plenty to make up the 
game. I suppose I must go; it's a beastly 
bore.' 
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But he lingered, looking at his wife in that 
stolid, questioning way of his which at times 
irritated her intensely. Somehow, it did not 
harmonize with his youthful face and boyish 
manner. 

* You and Kenward seemed to be having a 
pretty deep discussion,* he said. ' What were 
you talking about ?' 

' I was telling him that he'd end by marrying 
a child of Nature,' she returned. 

' Oh — well !' Lord Arthur had a way of 
saying * Oh — well !' which also irritated his 
wife. * I should think he'd be more likely to 
find her in these parts than over there.' 

* Than in a convent school,' she interrupted. 
* That's just what he was saying himself.' She 
gave a jangling little laugh, and made an 
impatient movement in her long chair. 

* I wasn't thinking about a convent. What 
put that in your head? I was thinking of 
London,' replied Lord Arthur. * Is anything 
the matter with you, Margot ?' 

* Nothing ; I'm feeling a little nervous at the 
prospect before me,, that's all. I hear that the 
Leichardtstonians made a goddess out of 
Lady Randal. Do you suppose they'll want to 
put me on a pedestal too, and worship me? 
Because I don't think I can live up to that kind 
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of thing. Now, do you fancy I shall satisfy 
them?' 

' Satisfy them ! why, of course. Haven't 
you always satisfied everyone ?' 

Lord Arthur turned his slow gaze again on 
his wife ; this time it was a gaze of admira- 
tion. 

' That's a delightful view of one for one's 
husband to take. But remember I come after 
Lady Randal.' 

' Oh, confound Lady Randal ! She has been 
crammed down our throats ever since we heard 
of the appointment. Come, Margot, there's a 
social ambition for you : beat Lady Randal on 
her own ground.' 

* She has departed from the ground ; it 
would be fighting a ghost. And ghosts don't 
make mistakes and do stupid things.' 

' Don't they?' put in the Chief Justice. * I 
always thought that a want of common-sense 
was the principal characteristic of ghosts.* 

' Well, anyhow, you won't do stupid things, 
Margot,' said Lord Arthur. 

Lady Arthur got up with a rustle of her 
draperies. 

' I'm going to walk, and that's a stupid thing 
this hot weather. Be off to your game, Arthur : 
you mustn't keep his Excellency waiting.' 
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Lord Arthur left them. KenWard had risen 
too. * May I offer you my arm ?* 

She took it, and twice they made the turn of 
the deck without speaking. Then she stopped 
and leaned over the bulwarks, her chin resting 
upon her clasped hands. They were now 
practically alone. The Governor and suite — as 
the newspapers would put it — had gone down. 
The Chief Justice glanced cautiously round, 
then came closer to her and softly put his hand 
on one of hers, unclasping it from the other 
and holding it in his own. 

• Margot !' he said in that low, deep voice of 
his which could be at times almost a caress. 
' Why are you cruel to me— on this our last 
night "? 

* /cruel— to jK^» /' 

' What else is it but cruelty, to talk of the 
disenchantment of a voyage, to hint at regrets 
and at mistakes ? Aren't we too good friends 
for that kind of thing Y 

' Friends ! yes, that's just it. Outram, 
doesn't it strike you sometimes that this very 
— friendship has been a great mistake ?' 

• No ; it has not struck me — till now.' 

• You want to imply that I am making it so 
by my way of taking this matter, when of course 
it must be — as it is. I dare say that I am un- 
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reasonable and exacting and tactless. A woman 
always is, when she cares as much as I care — 
and when she sees, afar off it may be, but still 
certain, the end/ 

* What would you have me do ? So far, I 
have entirely obeyed your commands. You 
wished me to accept the Leichardt's Land ap- 
pointment, and I have done so.* 

*Ah, it was me, then, whom you obeyed, 
not Sir Alured ?' With characteristic change 
of mood, she turned on him one of those serious 
yet coquettish smiles which made the greatest 
charm of her face. * Outram,' she went on, her 
manner changing again, * I will tell you what I 
have been feeling these last days. It is not 
weariness or dissatisfaction with myself, or even 
with you, though I have fancied you were 
different — that you had grown colder ' 

* You forget, i he interrupted, * that we have 
been, as it were, under a telescope.' 

* Oh yes, I know. And I suppose we shall 
be still more under a telescope when we get to 
Leichardt's Land. A case of "the fierce light," 
et cetera, don't you know ? No ; it's the false- 
ness of the position that has been coming home 
to me. I did not feel it before, when one could 
get away from things, and when Arthur was 
in India and one was comparatively free. 
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But now — there's no escape on board a steamer. 
Arthur is always there; and the old man is 
always there ; and the aides look on, and maybe 
form their own conclusions ; and you — that 
very mask you wear in public drives me wild ! 
It's a denial of me/ 
' Oh, Margot !' 

* Of course Tm foolish and unreasonable to 
resent what you do in protection of me. But 
we have been so horribly — friendly. And to 
think of its going on — the friendliness, and 
nothing more ! — month after month ; you play- 
ing your part, and I mine, till yours ceases to 
be a part ; till I become in very truth no more 
to you than a friend — a woman whom you once 
loved,* and have come to pity ; who was of use 
to you in the beginning of your career, but who 
is getting monotonous, and, in short, incon- 
venient. One knows the stages.; Then comes 
the inevitable — the young girl.' 

* Margot, do you not give me credit for any 
feeling of honour ?* 

' Yes ; I give you credit for more than most 
men have. I think you would hesitate a good 
deal» and I should see the hesitation. It would 
madden me more than if you came and told me 
the truth outright — ^that you were tired of me — 
and I should perhaps do something desperate 
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and wicked. Listen, Outram. I'm in a mag- 
nificent mood to-night ; ready to let you have 
your freedom, if you choose to accept it. Do 
you choose ? You may never have the chance 
again.' 

He threw away the butt of the cigar he had 
been smoking, but did not answer. 

' Do you choose ?' she repeated. * Think ; 
you may be quite free of me — free to court the 
child of Nature without a qualm ; free to go back 
again to your beloved London and its fogs.* 

* Which would soon finish up my shaky lungs. 
Besides, isn't it rather late for that, considering 
that I shall be installed to-morrow as Chief 
Justice of Leichardt's Land ?' 

* Well, you can stay a year, till your lungs 
are all right again. Our term is five, and by 
the end of it you will have forgotten me. In 
the meantime, we shall make our bow and 
curtsey prettily to each other — you as the Chief 
Justice, and I as the lady of Government 
House ; and we shall endeavour to control our 
emotions in accordance with the dignity of our 
respective situations. Come, do you accept ?* 

•No.' 

' Thank you, Outram.' 

She tilted up her face upon the palm of her 
hand, and the moonlight was reflected in her 
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shining eyes. His eyes, as he returned the 
gaze, were full of trouble and of a certain 
struggling passion. 

' If we were anywhere else/ he whispered, 
* I would give you a different sort of assurance.' 

She seemed to drink in his words, and heaved 
a deep sigh of content. 

* Thank you, Outram,' she murmured again. 



2 — 2 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



CHAPTER II. 

THE STATE ENTRY. 

The man-of-war was at anchor in the bay. It 
was a brilliant morning. The month was March, 
but an unusual freshness had succeeded the 
muggy heat of the last week or two. March in 
Australia is as fickle as her companion month 
in England, only she is less blustering about 
her changes ; it may be very cool in March, or 
the heat may be tropical ; everything depends 
upon when the rainy season begins and ends. 
To-day the sky was of a Mediterranean blue, 
the sea also. Upon the bar white breakers 
made a shiny line. Low-lying, mangrove- 
covered flats stretched down to the harbour. 
Beyond stood higher ground, and in the far 
distance rose the conical peaks of some blue 
mountains. 

The Government tender, gaily decorated with 
flags, was drawn up alongside of the man-of- 
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war. The Acting Governor, whose glory was 
now almost at an end, the Acting President of 
the Legislative Council, the Premier and his 
colleagues, and nearly all the prominent officials 
of Leichardt's Town, had come down to receive 
the new Governor and his party, and to welcome 
the Chief Justice. 

There was a banquet on the man-of-war 
before the re-embarkation took place. Lady 
Arthur sat between the Governor and the Vice- 
Governor, who would be formally deposed as 
soon as his successor had taken the oath. 
She had been at great pains with her appear- 
ance, and was looking particularly well ; she 
also did her best to be charming to the Vice- 
Governor — who was, properly speaking. Presi- 
dent of the Upper Chamber — and to the 
Ministers and other important people. Her 
best meant a good deal, and it was not sur- 
prising that she created a favourable impression. 
The general opinion, dropped in whispers after 
the banquet, was that, if not equal to Lady 
Randal, she was extremely handsome, and very 
much in the same style as the former Governor s 
wife. This was in her favour with the Leich- 
ardtstonians, who had had an agreeable expe- 
rience of foreign women. She was an object 
of even greater interest than the Governor 
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himself, whose manner to her, it was remarked, 
was fatherly, chivalrous, and quite after the old 
school. There could be no doubt that he in- 
tended her to exercise all due social authority, 
and that there was going to be no misunder- 
standing as to her position. To the Ministers 
and officials Colonel Burnside was reserved and 
dignified. He was shy, and his shyness made 
him appear stiff. If not a peer, he at any rate 
produced an awing effect upon his new subjects. 
* A martinet T pronounced the Premier, Mr. 
Latham, a thin, hatchet-faced gentleman, whose 
arms and legs seemed set on wires, and who 
had narrow, keen eyes, a goatee beard, and was 
modelled something on Yankee lines. 

* I tell you what it is, James Goodeve,' he 
went on, 'you'll have to mind your p's and q's 
now when the Executive meets. There'll be a 
good deal more ceremony, you bet, than there 
used to be in Governor Randal's time.' 

James Goodeve gave a gruff laugh. He was 
a big, burly individual, with an expansive chest, 
a bushy grizzled beard and bristling moustache. 
He was hard and rough in appearance, but 
looked the person he was speaking to straight 
in the eyes, and gave an impression of sturdy 
independence and good-nature. 

*Well, I don't know about that,' he said. 
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' It has never been my way to mind my p's and 
q's for anybody ; and the Governor must take 
me as I am, or leave me out of his calculations. 
And my Niilma, too — though/ he added with 
another gruff chuckle, ' I should be surprised if 
he did leave my NWma behind the door when 
her turn came. She's good to look at, if she's 
not much good at other things. Isn't that so, 
Latham T 

' By Jove, I should think it is !' rejoined the 
Premier. ' Nulma has grown up a little beauty. 
But what do you mean, Goodeve, by hinting 
that your daughter mayn't be as good in every 
way as she is to look at ? You are not dis- 
paraging her moral character, I hope V 

* No, thank God ! There never was a 
sweeter or better girl than my Ntilma. A bit 
of a temper — and a will of her own, too, I can 
tell you ! — but who ever heard of a real woman 
without them ?* 

' Well, then, look here : Tm not going to have 
my favourite Nulma belittled. She's perfection, 
and there's an end of it.' 

Goodeve shook his big shoulders, and his 
face beamed. 

'We won't say much about book-learning, 
however,' he said. * I've kept her back, and 
done it on purpose, too. I wasn't going to 
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have her spoiled at one of your Sydney or 
Melbourne boarding-schools — turned into a fine 
lady, and taught to think herself too good for 
her old father. No, I wasn't going to have 
that/ 

'And quite right, Goodeve,' put in a gentle- 
man who was standing behind the Premier, 
and had pricked up his ears at the mention of 
Ntilma, ' Not that there was any likelihood, I 
should say, of what you seemed afraid of ; but 
I'm not fond myself of a boarding-school 
education — it's a Brummagem sort of imitation 
of the real thing, and I'm glad Miss Nulma 
hasn't had it. By the way, has she had time to 
try the new horse yet ?' 

•She is waiting for you, Van Vechten, to 
come and take her out. No, it isn't that, but 
little Luce Ferryman has had an accident — 
hurt her back — and has to keep lying down all 
the time. So Niilma has been over with her a 
lot, nursing and cheering her up. I say, can't 
you come out to the Bunyas on Saturday } 
You might go for a ride with us, and stop to 
dinner — well be glad to see you.' 

* Thank you,* replied Van Vechten. ' Yes, I 
will come with pleasure.' 

*A11 right, I'll tell Lulu. Now, I suppose I 
had better try to make myself agreeable to 
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some of these big-wigs ? What do you think 
of our new Chief Justice?' And he glanced 
over to where Kenward was talking on the 
other side of the deck to one of the Leichardt's 
Town legal luminaries. 

' Looks a man,' returned Van Vechten shortly. 
' The old one was a molly-coddle.* 

*Yes/ assented Goodeve. * Anyhow, he is 
not a molly-coddle, though they say he has 
come out for his health. You'll not be up at 
the swearing-in business like the rest of us.*^ 
Lucky for you that you ain't a "responsible 
adviser"! I'll be glad when the fuss and 
botheration are over and we settle down to 
work again.' 

And the big man moved off. 

The other remained for a minute or two, his 
clean-shaved, stem face softened by the shadow 
of that smile which had come upon it when he 
began to talk of Niilma. It was a face which 
somehow suggested a Middle- Age carving in 
very old and ancient ivory ; the skin, a blending 
of brown and yellow, was drawn tightly over 
the bridge of the straight nose and the rather 
high cheek-bones, having a number of tiny 
wrinkles at the corners of the eyes and between 
the nostrils and chin. It would have been 
difficult to guess Van Vechten's age. He 
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might have been anything between fifty-five 
and twenty-five, for there was a kind of im- 
movableness about his features and expression 
which defied the ravages of time. His stolidity, 
however, was that of strength, not of weakness. 
Van Vechten had sometimes been called a man 
of iron. He had an inflexible will, a contempt 
for public opinion, and rigidly exacted the full 
meed in all his dealings with others. He was 
severe, but he was also just His blue eyes 
were sharp as steel, but they were honest as 
those of James Goodeve, which is saying much. 
He was a merchant of Dutch extraction, as 
his name told, who had amassed a large fortune, 
and owned one of the handsomest houses in 
Leichardt's Town. Sir John Randal had made 
him a member of the Upper House, but he 
took no part in political affairs. His whole 
business appeared to be the making of money, 
and he succeeded in it admirably. He had not 
married, and till the last year of Lady Randal's 
reign had hardly been known socially. Cer- 
tainly he had never gone to Government 
House, or to any of the dances, public or 
private. Then Lady Randal had discovered 
in him the anonymous benefactor of a charity 
in which she was interested, had taken a fancy 
to the man, and had insisted upon his calling 
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upon her. She was a very clever, sympathetic 
woman, had known how to get hold of him, 
and had thought it worth her while to do so. 
Gradually he became a frequent visitor at 
Government House, and Lady Randal had 
done her best to marry him to her own greatest 
friend in Leichardt's Land — a certain Miss 
Degraves. Miss Degraves would, report said, 
have been quite willing to become Mrs. Van 
Vechten, for, though the merchant had, as he 
frankly owned, worked his own way upwards, 
he was incontestably a gentleman, and his very 
reserve gave him dignity, while it carried an 
impression of power. As soon as he became 
aware of Lady Randal's design, he went to her 
with characteristic independence, thanking her 
for her good intentions, and assuring her that 
he had no intention of marrying anyone, except 
a little girl, now just seventeen, who hadn't the 
faintest notion of his wishes, whose great trouble 
was that she couldn't learn to spell, and who 
was the best lady-rider Leichardt's Land had 
ever produced. 

Lady Randal had asked who the girl was, 
and he had replied with perfect frankness that 
it was Niilma Goodeve. Till then Lady Randal 
had never heard of Niilma Goodeve, or little 
Lulu, as her playmates the Perrymans called 
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her ; nor had anyone else in Leichardt's Town, 
except these same Perrymans, who lived in the 
next house to the Goodeves, and one or two 
others, among them Mn Latham — not then the 
Premier. Mr. Latham had been an employer of 
James Goodeve, in the days when Nulma's 
father had been a carrier out west, between the 
further stations and Port Victoria, before he had 
struck gold and become the chief shareholder in 
the * Goodeve s Consolation ' reef. 

Lady Randal, who liked pulling the social 
wires, had tried to get at Nulma through her 
father, and had made advances to the burly 
member of Assembly, just then coming into 
prominence as a politician, too wealthy to care 
for place, and too sturdily independent to 
snatch at power. But James Goodeve had 
rebuffed the advance, and had told Lady 
Randal, almost rudely, that his daughter wasn't 
coming out in society for a year yet, which 
would be after the Randals' term of office had 
expired, and that he didn't want her taken 
notice of by fine ladies till she was old enough 
to keep her head and not be spoiled by it. But 
he was flattered, all the same ; he set more 
store than ever upon Nulma in consequence, 
being now quite sure that the girl must be no 
common girl; and though he did not go to 
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Government House, he always declared himself 
afterwards one of Lady Randal's most devoted 
admirers. 

Lady Arthur had heard the little talk about 
Niilma, which had taken place not far from 
where she was standing with the Acting 
Governor absently admiring the low stretches 
of banana and pineapple plantations on each 
side of the river ; the heights covered with 
grum-tree forests ; and, as the launch got higher, 
the pretty bungalow residences, with their green 
paddocks and gardens and beautiful clumps of 
bamboos. 

The conversation, somehow, struck an un- 
pleasing chord ; for the description of Niilma 
seemed to chime with her vaguely-expressed 
'^ dread of the evening before, concerning a 
possible unsophisticated rival in the Chief 
Justice's heart. But she scented a romance, 
being a woman of that emotional temperament 
to whom life must always present itself in the 
guise of romance or drama rather than of 
prosaic fact. In truth, that emotional tendency 
had been her undoing. Now, however, it 
made her jump at the conclusion that Mr. Van 
Vechten was in love with this unknown Niilma. 

Van Vechten attracted her. Though totally 
unlike, there was yet a certain type resemblance 
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between him and the Chief Justice. Both had 
the same air of suppressed force, and both 
shared a certain outward hardness; but the 
flexible curves of Kenward's lips gave token of 
a keener susceptibility to subtler influences 
than was the case with Van Vechten. Lady 
Arthur asked presently who the merchant was, 
and receiving from the Acting Governor an 
abridged biography of him as far as the 
Leichardtstonians knew it, she resolved to 
cultivate Van Vechten, and requested that he 
might be presented to her. 

' Whose is that big house ?' she asked him, 
pointing to an imposing two-storied building 
commandingly situated upon a rise overlooking 
the bend of the river as it curved round a long 
low point in a snake-like loop. This house 
was particularly noticeable because of an 
enormous and solitary clump of bamboos grow- 
ing on the extreme point of the hill, where it 
looked like a plume of gigantic green feathers. 

' That is my house,' answered Van Vechten 
simply. 

Lady Arthur now began to wonder if he 
were married ; she had not received that infor- 
mation from the Acting Governor. ' I hope 
that you will ask me there sometimes,' she said. 
' You must have a magnificent view of the river.' 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE STATE ENTRY 31 

*You do me honour,' he replied with a 
formal bow. 'We can look down upon 
Government House from my veranda/ he 
went on. *And there, Lady Arthur, I think 
you catch your first glimpse of your future 
home.' He pointed to a white patch sur- 
rounded with greenery, lying parallel with the 
Botanical Gardens at the end of a second point 
where the river made another loop ; the white 
patch resolved itself into a balconied stone build- 
ing with great pillars and four deep porches. 

*It looks very cool,' said Lady Arthur. 

* And it seems new,' she added. 

* Of course it is new,' replied Van Vechten ; 

* it was built for the Randals.' 

The Governor came up and offered his arm 
to his niece-in-law, so that she might view her 
new residence to better advantage from the 
crimson carpeted patch of the deck on which 
the state chairs had been placed. They were 
getting close to the town ; the vessels in the 
river dipped flags; the guns of the battery 
fired a salute ; the crowd lining the temporary 
quay on which the Governor was to be received 
was plainly visible. 

And now began what James Goodeve had 
termed the * fuss and botheration.' The naval 
and military force of the baby colony, repre- 
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sented by the officers of the survey schooner 
and man-of-war which had brought up the 
party, and the local militia and police brigade, 
drew up in line. The Ministers and officials 
ranged themselves ; the Mayor delivered an 
address. Lord Arthur and the aide-de-camp, 
in their red uniforms, stood like statues, a little 
back on each side of their chief, while the 
presentations were going on. Lord Arthur 
looked distinguished, if not particularly bril- 
liant ; his face wore a bored expression, and 
his hand fidgeted with the hilt of his sword. 
The aide-de-camp, a good-looking young 
soldier with a dark moustache, who was very 
sorry for himself, and felt the heat horribly, 
would have given worlds to get out of his 
uniform into white ducks, and to order an iced 
whisky - and - seltzer. The Governor looked 
bored, too, and hot, but was mechanically 
gracious, though, under cover of his galvanized 
smile, he whispered to Lord Arthur : 

* Can't you give them a hint to cut it short ? 
I shall have a sunstroke if there's much more 
of this.' 

The crowd cheered; the Leichardtstonians 
thought it all very fine, and would have liked 
to prolong the functioa In the raised seats 
round the platform Lady Arthur noticed some 
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well-dressed women and some extremely pretty 
girls, and began to readjust her preconceived 
notions about colonial society. 

* Lady Randal has got them into good train- 
ing,' she thought, not realizing that many of 
these ladies were better born, and had come 
out of a severer nursery than had she herself. 
She had the consciousness of being an object 
of the most rigid scrutiny, and wondered what 
these matrons and maids were thinking about 
her. The mimic sovereignty was amusing and 
gratifying to a "woman who, though she was a 
Marquis's daughter-in-law, had always been 
poor, and never as certain of her position as 
she could have wished. She was glad that 
Kenward should see her thus, the ' cynosure of 
all eyes,' as the society correspondent of the 
Leichardt's Land Herald put it the next 
morning. She bent her head sideways over 
the bouquet which the Mayor's daughter had 
presented to her, and while the thought crossed 
her mind that these stephanotis flowers and 
other tropical blossoms of which it was com- 
posed would fetch an almost fabulous price at 
that moment in Covent Garden, she tried to 
crane her head round to catch a glimpse of the 
Chief Justice, who would shortly have his own 
little performance of installation to go through. 

3 
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He was standing, alert, interested, scanning the 
rows of spectators — perhaps, she thought 
bitterly, in vague search of that child of Nature, 
and not thinking in the least of her. 

Presently the guns fired another salute. 
The Governor stepped into the state barouche 
drawn by four grays, and the procession started : 
Lady Arthur smiling from under the shadow 
of her mauve parasol, the Governor making 
at intervals stiff military salutes, the 'staff* in 
their red uniforms on the back-seat. It was 
pitilessly hot, now that the breeze had died 
away, and the procession seemed to be a long 
time in parading the principal streets. After 
all, though, there was not a great deal of street, 
and the town was of a queer, incongruous sort, 
with patches of cida retusa where there should 
have been shops or houses — a wooden shanty 
standing beside a big public building, and a 
little weatherboard and iron store elbowing the 
pillars of a bank. At last they had passed the 
white stone, zinc-roofed pile which somebody 
told Lady Arthur was the Parliamentary Build- 
ings, had gone through the iron gates of the 
Government House domain, and were drawn 
up in front of the new-looking portico and the 
brass-studded door through which she entered 
into her kingdom. 
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IN THE PIAZZA. 

Lady Arthur spent most of the afternoon in 
helping her maid to unpack, in arranging photo- 
graphs and knick-knacks about her own rooms, 
and in giving orders. Several of the servants 
had been with the Randals ; but Lady Arthur 
determined that she would not be dogged by 
Lady Randal's ghost more than was absolutely 
necessary, and settled within herself that she 
would have them dismissed as soon as she 
creditably and comfortably could. I n the mean- 
time, however, she was very sweet and gracious 
to them, thus finding out indirectly something 
of what was expected of her, and she had 
pleasant words for the gardeners employed in 
setting ferns and palms. Down below, the 
Governor, his staff and responsible advisers, 
were occupied with the business of the in- 
stallation and of a cold collation, from which a 
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not too sumptuous portion was served to Lady 
Arthur in the deep stone piazza outside the 
staircase gallery, which she resolved to appro- 
priate as a summer sitting-room. She was 
lying in a cane lounge dressed in a cool tea- 
gown, a litter of unpacking round her, when 
Lord Arthur appeared, hot and tired, and still 
in uniform. 

* Where have my things been put, Margot ? 
I want to get out of this abominable toggery. 
There should be a dispensation for white ducks 
on official occasions in all latitudes within twenty- 
five degrees. H a ve you settled on our quarters ?* 

* Tve left the Governor what look like the 
state apartments, and IVe established myself 
in these. Your room is beyond there.' She 
pointed through a cool, shady chamber, in which 
her maid was occupied over the trunks, to 
another chamber opening off the side-balcony. 
* I suppose it's all right.' 

* Oh — well ! Yes, I suppose it's all right. 
Do send Maling to forage for some tea. It's a 
regfular case of foraging, and the chief is pretty 
furious about the household arrangements. I've 
sent a wire to Melbourne for that chef ; the 
Governor don't approve of the one provided by 
his responsible advisers. Judging by the way 
the responsible advisers gobbled down the 
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most villainous mayonnaise you ever tasted, I 
should say they didn't know a good dinner when 
they got it.' 

' Yes, that mayonnaise was villainous !' 
assented Lady Arthur. 

Her husband left her; and after ordering 
the tea, Margot remained stretched upon her 
lounge, lost, it seemed, in painful thought, till 
he returned, looking all the fresher for a sluicing 
with cold water, and a change from his stiff 
trappings into a light summer suit. Mating 
had brought the tea, and his wife poured him 
out a cup. 

* Where is Mr. Ken ward ?' she asked. 

' Oh, he has gone to forage on his own 
account. The Governor asked him to stay here, 
but he seemed to think he had better settle 
himself in his diggings.' 

Lord Arthur sipped his tea reflectively. 

' Do you think you will like it, Margot ?' 

* How do I know yet ? It is terribly hot.' 

* To-day ; but that won't last. Next month 
winter will be coming on. Winter in April ! 
Queer, isn't it.^ Oh, this isn't hot! If you 
had been with me in India, you wouldn't have 
thought anything of it.' 

* I am very sorry that I was not with you in 
India,' she exclaimed, with a vehemence born 
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of her late musings. * I wish with all my heart 
I had gone with you to India.' 

' Why, Margot ? Oh— well, so am I ! But 
it would have pretty well done for you in the 
state of health you were in then. And, besides, 
there was the baby.' He sighed. * Not that 
that would have made any difference in the long- 
run.' 

' Who knows ? In India it might not have 
died.' 

* Poor little shaver ! Well, there's no use 
thinking of that now. Perhaps — perhaps there 
may be another baby some day, Margot.' 

He hesitated with an almost boyish em- 
barrassment, and gave a little tender laugh as 
he put out his hand and played with the lace of 
her tea-gown. Her lips tightened, and the 
lines in her face seemed to deepen, so that at 
the moment she looked ever so much older 
than her husband. As a matter of fact, there 
were three years between them, he being 
twenty-nine and she thirty-two. She shook 
her head with intense decision. There was a 
silence. He stopped stroking her tea-gown, 
and leaned back with a hurt look on his fair, 
stolid face. Presently he said, in the tone of a 
man who has mastered a momentary emotion : 

' I shall be very happy, Margot, when we 
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have settled down again into respectable married 
life, as it used to be/ 

'I think we have settled down quite re- 
spectably enough,' she answered. ' I don't 
know what you want more.' 

* I want a great deal mofe,' he rejoined ; and 
there was another silence, which she occupied 
in peeling a banana. 

She broke it, saying : 

* I don't think these bananas are as good as 
what we had on board.' 

He took no notice of the remark. 
' Margot,' he exclaimed, with slow im- 
petuosity, ' what is it ?' 

' What do you mean ?* she asked. 

* I sometimes wonder,' he answered, * whether 
you care for me as much as you did three years 
ago — before I went to India.' 

* Why should I not care for you as much as I 
did then ? Don't be absurd, Arthur, and fancy 
things which are not true.' 

' Aren't they true ? Oh, I hope they are not ! 
But you have so changed. I suppose,' he 
added, 'it is from your having been ill.' 

'Yes, if I am changed. But I don't see 
where the change comes in.' 

' Oh yes, you have changed, and you must 
know it, unless it's all your illness. Sir Alured 
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told me that it takes years sometimes to get 
over a bad illness like that.' 

* Yes ; years, and years, and years. Don't 
talk of it. Will you have some more tea ?' 

' Thank you !' He swallowed what was left 
in the cup and handed it to her. * By Jove ! 
that's the best thing I've had in Government 
House yet. It's Ceylon tea, isn't it 7 

* It isn't a Government House production ; it 
is some that ' — she made the slightest pause — 

* that Mr. Kenward got for me in Galle. Maling 
had packed it away by mistake.' 

' Well, it's very good.' He drank it slowly. 

* Margot,' he resumed, * you are sure that you 
have not changed to me T 

* Quite sure. Please don't talk like that.' 

* I can't help it ; it's always in my mind — has 
been ever since I came home — and* we have 
seemed so — so separate. And, then, two years 
is a big slice out of five of married life — big 
enough for a woman to find out in it that 
she likes somebody else better than her hus- 
band.' 

Margot Keefe gave a quick, frightened glance 
towards her husband, who was not then looking 
at her, however, but was staring out through 
the half-drawn Venetians of the balcony. 

' Arthur, what makes you say that T she 
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asked in desperate bravery, * Have you been 
fancying such a thing about me ?' 

* No — yes ; Til make a clean breast of it, 
Margot/ 

* Well ?' she said sharply. 

* It's this : when I first came home, and you 
seemed so cold — not that exactly, but you know 
what I mean— and when I saw how thick you 
and Kenward were ' 

* Well ?' 

* Don't be angry, dear. You know that I 
never could suspect you of anything not abso- 
lutely on the square, and now I see that I was 
a jealous fool. But I did wonder at first 
whether he hadn't got to care for you, and you 
for him/ 

* Well ?' she repeated. She seemed unable 
to utter any other word. 

*0h, well, didn't I tell you that I saw I 
was a jealous fool ? and of course I ought to 
have had more consideration for you. But it s 
hard for a blundering fellow like me, who never 
had sisters or much to do with womenkind, to 
understand women. What made me certain 
that I was just a jealous fool was his accepting 
this appointment here, and your wanting him to 
come out with us.' 

* Ah ! Go on, Arthur.' 
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* I knew that, if there had ever been anything 
more than ordinary friendship between you, you 
would never have put yourselves into the 
position. You are too good a woman, Margot, 
and he is too much of a gentleman for that sort 
of thing. Look out, dear — what is it ? 

For she had started suddenly from the lounge, 
and was bending over it, her back to him. 

* I thought I saw — was it a tarantula or a 
centipede or something ? They say there are 
lots of such creatures out here,' she cried 
hysterically. 'Oh, it's a bit of banana peel. 
I'm dreadfully stupid, Arthur. I hate hot 
climates and insects and things.' 

'You're nervous, dear, and I've been upsetting 
you. Don t you bother, Margot, about anything 
I've said. I mean to be tremendously patient 
and considerate with you ; we are going to be 
ever so happy here, and you'll get as strong as 
you ever were.' He waited, and then added in 
a different tone, ' I say, I think it would be nice 
if I were to go and get the chief to come and 
have tea up here with you ; he'd like it ; he's 
awfully devoted to you ; it's such a good thing 
he has taken to you so immensely.' 

* Yes, go, Arthur.' She called him back as 
he was leaving. ' You are a good fellow ; you 
are a great deal too good for me. Don't think 
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I am not grateful, but don't — don't talk any more 
like that, and don't set your heart on what isn't 
in the nature of things, and can't be. I shall 
never be any different — not for a long, long 
time, anyhow. You must take me as I am, 
and not expect too much from me, for it's of no 
use. Promise me.' 

* Promise — what i^' 

* That you'll be good friends with me, and 
not say anything like that.' 

* I can certainly promise to be good friends. 
I can't answer for other things, but I'll do my 
best. You see, Margot' — he came close to 
her, and, stooping, kissed her forehead — 
* a fellow would like to be something more than 
just good friends with the one woman in the 
world that he loves.' 

* Oh, that is where it is.' She gave a slight 
shudder. * It is so dreadful to be loved in that 
tragic way ; one didn't expect it from you.' 

' No, I suppose you thought I was too matter- 
of-fact a sort of chap; and so I am about every- 
thing but you, Mai^ot. I can't help it. I'm 
pretty cool about most things, and not given to 
sentiment and tall talk, but I got to know one 
thing about myself when I came back this time.' 

* What was that ?' she asked faintly, 

* It's all over — didn't last, as I said — but I 
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can assure you that for a day or two there was 
a raging devil in me, which under certain 
circumstances would have made me commit 
murder, and glory in it.' 
She turned very pale. 

* I — I never guessed that.* 

* No, I didn't mean that you should. I'm 
a pretty good hand at keeping things to myself; 
and if I choose I can put the stopper in and 
show nothing. I don't know why I am telling 
you now ; but it's a fact, Margot : there's more 
in me than you bargained for, and if you ever 
deceived me — which God forbid! — you'd find 
it out.' 

She looked after him, as he moved away, in 
silent and frightened wonder. Turning at the 
door, he caught the look, and hastened to 
reassure her : 

* I believe I've scared you. What a brute 
I am ! Never mind, Margot dear. I'm not a 
bit afraid of your doing anything to rouse the 
Tartar. Scratch a Russian, you know. I've 
got a dash of my mother's blood, though I seem 
such a John Bull.' 

He gave his blonde moustache a twirl, and 
laughed good-humouredly as he disappeared. 
She heard him going heavily down the un- 
carpeted stairs. The suggestion of that Kal- 
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muck strain in her husband roused a new and 
not altogether pleasant train of thought. It 
was so very unusual in him to allude to it, and 
there had never been anything to remind her 
that he was not wholly English. It was now 
almost forgotten that the second wife of the 
Marquis of Kelvin had been a Russian, and 
was, in truth, a very unimportant fact, seeing 
that she had only lived long enough to give 
birth to this, her first, and Lord Kelvin's fourth, 
son. But it struck Margot — and, indeed, the 
same thing had occurred to her once or twice 
lately — that there were passionate, vengeful 
capabilities latent in the man she had married, for 
which, as he had just said, she had not bargained. 
A sort of soul-panic took possession of the poor 
woman. This sudden plunge into a new life 
amid surroundings totally unfamiliar to her 
made her lose for the moment her mental foot- 
hold. She was frightened at what she had 
done, at what she might be going to do. Her 
husband s revelation of his brooding suspicions, 
the appeal which he had made, his assertion of 
belief in her honour and in that of Kenward, 
had startled and appalled her. For one instant 
she had been on the point of flinging herself 
at his feet and confessing that his suspicions 
were justified.^ It seemed to her impossible 
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that she could go on living so base a lie. Why 
had she not yielded to the promptings of her 
better self and made this new departure a means 
of entire rupture with the feverish joy of those 
two years of freedom ? How could she have 
been so mad and so wicked as to bring her past 
with her when she had a finance of flinging it 
behind for ever ? Why had she not urged 
Kenward to try for another appointment, to go 
to some other place where he might recover his 
health — and forget her? Ah I that was the sting. 
But anything rather than to have brought him 
here, a step of which there could be but two 
interpretations — that of entire innocence or of 
the worst dishonour. Strangely enough, she 
had not, till her husband so spoke to-day, re- 
garded the matter in this tragic light — a light 
which she now knew to be the just one. His 
words had brought her self-knowledge, and she 
was convicted by her own conscience of playing 
a despicable part. It was the meanness of it 
that she hated. 

And then the danger. She seemed to see 
before her a forewarning vision of consequences 
and of resistless working of forces which till now 
had only existed for ^er between the leaves of 
a novel or on the stage of a theatre. She had 
married as women who are poor, and eager to 
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raise themselves socially, do marry when oppor- 
tunity occurs. She had lived a hand-to-mouth, 
a somewhat Bohemian sort of girlhood, and it 
had been at first excitement enough to find her- 
self lifted into a sphere of which she had only 
read in books. She had been tactful and had 
held her own, and even in her tiny London 
house had managed to make herself an influence 
in a small way. There had been excitement in 
that too. Then had come the baby's birth, the 
illness which Lord Arthur charitably made the 
excuse for everything in her which troubled and 
perplexed him ; afterwards, before she had 
recovered, his departure with his regiment to 
India ; and a little later had begun — the drama 
of Marguerite Keefe's life. 

She had taken her marriage and her husband 
as part of the prose of existence — solid material 
facts, which there was no necessity to analyse. 
She had looked upon Lord Arthur as a well- 
bred, rather stupid Briton, outside the region of 
romance, who would always be satisfied with 
that limited portion of her real self presented to 
him, and whose unemotional temperament would 
not rebel against any conditions she chose to 
impose. She vaguely concluded that after a 
few years of marris^e they would get like other 
couples she knew of, and both go pretty much 
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their own way — if, indeed, she thought at all 
about the matter; she had never realized the 
true nature of his feeling for her, and had not 
speculated closely upon how he would or would 
not act under certain circumstances at which he 
had just hinted. During the two years of his 
absence her growing intimacy with Outram 
Kenward had engrossed her to the exclusion 
of all other considerations. She had looked 
neither behind nor before, and it was not till 
Lord Arthur s rather sudden return that she 
had found herself face to face with the problem 
which has tormented many another woman like 
herself— a woman not vicious, not even heart- 
less, and not without a sense of the obligations of 
honour, but whose misfortune it has been in the 
first instance to marry a man she did not love, 
and in the second, to meet too late, and when 
away from her husband s protecting influence, 
the one man who must be for ever her heart's 
master. 

So things had been when, almost immediately 
upon the crisis, this Leichardt's Land plan had 
been mooted and determined upon. The poor 
trapped creature — trapped in the net of her 
passionate impulses and surprised by circum- 
stance, not actually bad, but very far from 
being good, and who, though incapable of any 
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heroic resolve, yet shrank from deliberate base- 
ness, torn by emotion and for the first time by 
piercing doubt of the man she loved — had 
frantically waited for Kenward to take the 
initiative. But he had not taken it. She 
would have run away with him had he asked 
her, sacrificing all the prospects before so dear 
to her ; but he had not asked her, and she had 
understood without words that she was not 
worth to him the sacrifice of his own career. 
She heard rumours of an engagement with a 
wealthy cousin, and jealousy made her des- 
perate. There had been an appeal to the 
man's chivalry and to a tenderness by no means 
extinguished. It had been partly through her 
instrumentality that the appointment of Chief 
Justice had been offered to him. He had 
yielded to her entreaties to accompany them ; 
and the impossible resolve had been made to 
keep within barriers and to enjoy each other s 
society in a purely platonic fashion. All through 
the voyage they had been very good friends — 
too good friends, as Margot in her bitterness 
expressed it. 

She had never till now faced the situation* 
The transition stage had been all rush and 
movement, with the interest of new scenes and 
of preparations for a different life to distract 

4 
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both. But the long days of lazy gliding through 
Southern seas had brought reaction. To Ken- 
ward, though he would not admit it, as well as 
to Margot, thought meant corroding dissatis- 
faction. It sometimes appeared to him, as well 
as to her, that they were like creatures who 
had rushed headlong under a yoke, and now 
must go whither Fate, the driver, willed. To 
Margot, in this hour of dread and humiliation, 
stolid, prosaic Lord Arthur seemed suddenly to 
have been turned into an almost grotesque 
embodiment of Destiny. And then she laughed 
grimly aloud at the notion of Lord Arthur as 
an Othello. 

* What- amuses you so much, my dear?' said 
the Governor s neutral, tired voice near her. 

* I don't know,' she answered, with a violent 
start, speaking at haphazard. ' I think it was 
the Mayor s way of reading the address.* 

* Ah,' said the Governor, * it's your first ex- 
perience of the kind of thing. I dare say that 
solemn procession through the town seemed 
very funny to you. It did to me. But I ' — he 
sighed — * I have suffered in the same way 
several times before, and the humour of it 
palls a little.' 
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CHAPTER IV. 

NtJLMA's COMPACT. 

NuLMA was walking to and fro upon the 
veranda at the Bunyas, when Mr. Van Vechten, 
in the free-and-easy manner of an Australian 
visitor certain of his welcome, ushered himself 
in through the drawing-room and stood looking 
at her from the sill of the open French window. 
She was pacing up and down with the free, 
stately tread of a stag or some other graceful 
wild animal. There was, in truth, a strong 
suggestion of the stag in her whole appearance : 
in the poise of her small head with its untidy 
hair, the colour of a ripe bunya nut; in the 
slenderness of her immature form, her thin 
neck and the slim arms from which her loose 
muslin sleeves fell away ; while her big brown 
eyes, too, had something of the shy fearlessness 
and liquid softness of a young deer s glance. 
She was a very attractive child, who would 
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shortly be a beautiful woman, and James Good- 
eve was perfectly justified in his fatherly ad- 
miration. 

One hand clasped her belt behind her back ; 
the other held in front a book which looked 
like a tattered primer. She was murmuring 
softly to herself as she walked, gazing con- 
scientiously beyond the page. 

* P-a-r-a-1 — oh, are there two Vs ? P-a- 
r-a-1-'— a hurried, guilty glance at the page 
— * 1-a-x — Parallax. My goodness gracious ! 
what is a parallax ?* Another glance. * Yes ; 
oh, well, I needn't bother to remember iAai. 

Pa-r-a-l— 1-1 ? — P-a-r-a-l-l-e-l — Parallel 

Oh, Mr. Van Vechten, how you made me 
jump !' 

* What are you doing, Nulma.**' 

* I'm learning my spelling lesson. I do a 
page every day. Mrs. Perryman says it is 
disgraceful that a girl who's coming out in 
May, and has done with schooling, shouldn't 
know how to spell properly.' 

* Oh, does she indeed ?^ 

* I wrote her a note yesterday to ask about 
Luce, and it had two frightful mistakes. It's 
no use ; I shall never learn to spell ! Uncle 
Van, did you hear about poor Luce ?' 

' I heard she had had an accident.' 
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* Nobody knows when she will stand up 
again,' said Niilma, with tragic emphasis. * She 
has crinkled her back.' 

' Crinkled her back !* 

* Twisted her spine-joints, somehow. I shall 
never forgive Malcolm Derrett — never, as long 
as I live.' 

'Why is that, Niilma .>' 

' He won't own up to it — before people. 
But / know — I know how it was.' Niilma 
pursed up her chin and narrowed her eyes with 
an air of mystery, as though she possessed 
supernatural sources of information. * The 
truth is, I made him confess it to me,' she 
added, in a burst of candour. ' It was this way : 
He was jealous because Luce was offended 
with him and refused to dance with him, and 
because she liked dancing with Victor De- 
graves, It was her birthday-party last week, 
you know. So Malcolm thought he'd pay her 
out and make her and Victor ridiculous, and 
he just left a bit of orange-peel on the veranda, 
and they slipped on it, and Luce fell against 
the steps and hurt her back. Oh, she has 
been in such pain ; and I should like to kill 
Malcolm Derrett, though he comes crying to 
me every day to know if she is better.' 

* Are you so hard-hearted as all that, Niilma? 
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Wouldn't you forgive a person for doing wrong 
if he suffered real remorse for having done 
it?' 

* I would never forgive anyone for doing a 
mean, underhand thing on purpose to hurt 
someone else. If it had hurt me myself — well, 
rd punish them if I could.' 

' And if you couldn't ?' 

* I'd not stop till I had got someone else to 
do it for me.' 

Niilma straightened herself against the 
veranda-post as she enunciated this vindictive 
sentiment, and her eyes emitted a light which 
was almost savage, and was to Van Vechten a 
new revelation, had he needed one, of her 
character. She had unconsciously crunched 
up the spelling-book in her vehemence, and 
now tossed it on to a squatter's chair with a 
laugh. 

* There ! I shan't learn any more to-day.* 

* Nulma,* said Van Vechten, with a hesitating 
deference curious in one so much older and so 
self-sufficing and composed, * I want you to tell 
me something. You say you would never forgive 
a deliberate wrong committed against yourself. 
But suppose someone did you a great wrong — 
not deliberately ?' 

* I don't think I understand what sort of 
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wrong you mean, Mr. Van Vechten/ answered 
Nulma, with one of her quick, straight glances. 

* Suppose, for instance, that someone for his 
own purpose — not meaning you harm, but 
because he cared for you, and wished to secure 
you for himself— persuaded you to sign a bond, 
of which you were too young and inexperienced 
to understand the nature, a bond that would tie 
you down for your whole life? And suppose 
that, when it was too late, you got to realize 
what you had done, and regretted it bitterly — 
well, would you forgive the person who had dealt 
you that wrong, out of his great love for you ?' 

' I should not call that love for me,' answered 
Ntilma. * If the person loved me, he would 
wait till he knew I understood what I was 
doing ; and then, if he loved me, he wouldn't 
want me to sign anything unless it were of my 
own free will' 

* But you haven't answered my question, 
Niilma. Would you forgive him ? 

' I don't know,' she said. * Perhaps ; but I 
think I should hate him ever afterwards for 
having put me into prison. It would be putting 
a girl into prison, wouldn't it, if you took away 
her liberty, and prevented her from choosing 
the kind of life which would suit her best ?' 

* Yes ; it would be putting her into prison,' 
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. he said slowly. * You are right, my dear : if a 
man really loved the girl, he would wait till of 
her own free will she chose to do what he 
wished.' 

* And if she never chose to do it ?' counter- 
questioned Niilma mischievously, and her smile 
made him wonder whether she could have 
guessed the real drift of his words. 

'Ah, well, he would have lost his chance, 
and would have to let her go h«r own way, 
apart from him. Niilma,' he added, in a different 
tone, * where's his mightiness the Minister for 
Mines ? I thought we were going for a ride 
this afternoon.' 

* His mightiness told me to tell you that he 
IS very sorry, but he forgot all about a meeting 
he has got to attend — something about the 
waterworks. He said you would understand.* 

* Yes, I know. Well, did he say anything 
else } What about the Arab ?' 

* He said I could go with you and try him. 
I was going to ride him the day the Governor 
came, but daddy said there would be bands 
and flags and things all about, and that Td 
better not.' 

'AH right. IVe got the roan outside. Til 
tell them, shall I, to saddle Emin ?' 

' I expect he is saddled already ; and I should 
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have been in my habit by now if you hadn't 
interrupted me at my spelling. I shan't be ten 
minutes. Uncle Van' — pausing — *do you 
think we could go into town and get some 
cocoanut-candy for Luce.*^ She does so love 
coGoanut-candy !* 

* I've anticipated your wishes, Nulma. But 
it isn't cocoanut-candy. See here !' He went 
into the drawing-room, and brought out from 
the table where he had laid it a box of French 
chocolate tied with blue ribbons. 

Niilma opened it eagerly. 

' Budgery you ! Oh dear ! excuse Blacks' 
language; it expresses my feelings.' She 
perched herself on the railing of the veranda, 
and proceeded to crunch bonbons. * If ever I 
marry/ she announced, ' it will be a pastry- 
cook . or an importer of sweeties. You import 
sweeties, don't you, Uncle Van ?' she went on, 
with maddening unconsciousness. ' Isn't that 
the good of being a merchant, that you can 
have shiploads of everything ready to hand ?' 

* I am afraid that I don't import French 
chocolate, Ntilma. I wish I did, for then I 
could give you a larger choice than one can 
have in Leichardt's Town.' 

* But I like Leichardt's Town sweeties ; and 
I think these are quite delicious,' said Nulma 
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impartially. • Besides, there's always cocoanut- 
candy, which is as good as anything, if it isn't 
very high-class. Now, I am not going to eat 
one more.' She tied the ribbons with decision. 
* These are going to Luce ; and we'll stop at 
Wirrib and leave them on our way, if you 
please.' 

He agreed. There was nothing Niilma 
wished to which he would not agree ; but he 
disliked Mrs. Ferryman, who was a draggled- 
looking lady with a large family, and not many 
good words for her neighbours. But Luce 
Ferryman was Nulma's most intimate friend, 
and Mrs. Ferryman somehow reminded James 
Goodeve of his dead wife, about whom there 
had been a tragic story. So, out of sentiment 
hardly to be expected in one so matter-of-fact, 
though quite aware of Mrs. Ferryman's short- 
comings in the social sense, he allowed his 
daughter to depend upon her a good deal for 
such chaperonage as was necessary when he 
himself was in the House of Assembly or other- 
wise occupied. Mr. Goodeve hated society, 
probably because he felt himself ill at ease in 
it ; and he looked forward with inward groaning 
to the time when Niilma should come out, and, 
of course, wish to go to balls and entertain- 
ments generally. As yet, Nulma went to no 
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parties but those at the Perrymans*, which were 
not formal, grown-up affairs. There were, 
however, other occasions when her father 
desired for her the countenance of some older 
woman. With a fastidiousness not altogether 
in keeping with his antecedents, he sternly set 
his face against the prevailing fashion among 
Leichardt's Town young ladies of parading 
Victoria Street in the afternoons, and of hanging 
about the ice-cream shop where the young 
gentlemen were wont to lounge after office 
hours, and which became the scene of more or 
less pronounced flirtation. 

Mr. Goodeve was determined that his 
daughter should never make herself cheap in 
this manner, and Nulma was forbidden ever to 
walk in Leichardt's Town unless Mrs. Perry- 
man or some married woman were with her. 
Niilma did not know any other married woman, 
and so when the girl wanted to do shopping, 
Mrs. Perryman, with outward grumbling but 
inward satisfaction, would don her shabby 
black mantle, rusty lace bonnet, and, with skirts 
trailing in the dust, would pant along in the 
heat if it were summer, or less laboriously if it 
were winter, beside Nulma and her own Luce ; 
and they would catch the tram at the corner 
and spend the afternoon going from one shop 
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to another, winding up with the ice-cream shop, 
where Nulma had an opportunity of observing 
the demeanour of other young ladies already 
out and on their promotion. She also heard a 
good deal of gossip while she was eating ices 
and sweets, for Mrs. Ferryman loved to talk ; 
and she became conscious, too, that the young 
gentlemen from the offices eyed her with 
admiration ; and thus she gained her first faint 
realization of the fact that she was pretty. 
When not with Mrs. Ferryman, she was obliged 
to content herself with Luce's descriptions of 
the delights of Victoria Street in the after- 
noons, for Mrs. Ferryman was not so particular 
about her daughter as Mr. Goodeve was about 
his. She had a good many others coming on, 
and it was an object to her to marry the elder 
ones as soon as possible, whereas Mr. Goodeve 
had only one, and was particularly anxious that 
Nulma should not marry— at any rate, too 
soon. There was no reason why she should 
marry. If Mr. Goodeve did not lose his 
money by speculation, she would be a rich 
woman in time. He had turned Goodeve's 
Consolation into a company at the height of the 
boom, and was known to be shrewd and 
prudent, so that Niilma's prospects were 
pretty well assured, and she was a desirable 
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match. Of this fact her father was aware, and 
he did his best to make people believe he was 
not a rich man. He avoided outward show, 
made his girl dress plainly, and would not 
allow her to have her own pony-carriage, which 
last was a standing grievance to Mrs. Ferryman, 
as she knew that she would have had the use 
of it. Mr. Ferryman was the head of the 
Mines department under the Minister, but he 
had no private means, and could not afford his 
wife a buggy, far less a victoria, which was her 
ambition. He fully understood the advantages 
of being on good terms with Ministers, present, 
past, and future, and so he, too, was one of 
those who conspired in the spoiling of Nulma. 

Mrs. Ferryman was sitting in the veranda at 
Wirrib, as their place was called, after a fashion 
happily not then in disuse, of native nomen- 
clature. Wirrib in the Blacks' language means 
a parrot, and perhaps, from association of ideas, 
the Ferryman girls were fond of birds, and had 
several cages about in which were Galah and 
Blue Mountain parrots, and some pink and 
white and yellow and white cockatoos. One 
of these, an ancient, knowing -looking bird, 
shrieked out at sight of NWma : * Lulu, where's 
your^sweetheart ! Fretty Cocky ! Have a candy.' 

* Quiet, Cocky !' cried Mrs. Ferryman, who 
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seemed more draggled and hotter than usual, 
dressed in a flowered barege skirt and an 
untidy jacket. * But the bird knows what he's 
talking about, doesn't he, Mr. Van Vechten ? 
Well, I am surprised, Lulu, at your father 
letting you go out without him, and alone with 
a single gentleman, too !' 

* Daddy is busy, Mrs. Ferryman.' 

'And he thinks I am old enough and staid 
enough to be trusted with Miss Nulma,' put in 
Mr. Van Vechten stiffly. The merchant did 
not like Mrs. Ferryman. 

*0h, I have no doubt Mr. Goodeve knows 
what he is about,' retorted Mrs. Ferryman. 
' But we shall have all the young ladies of 
Leichardt's Town jealous, if Niilma monopo- 
lizes the catch of the place. What will Miss 
Degraves say ? I hear she is determined not 
to be ousted from Government House, and that 
she has tacked herself already on to Lady 
Arthur Keefe.' 

* You know everything, Mrs. Ferryman,' said 
Mr. Van Vechten. * I hope your daughter is 
going on all right. I was very sorry to hear of 
her accident.' 

Whereupon Mrs. Ferryman launched into a 
long account of her feelings when the party had 
broken up on account of Luce's fall. She com- 



Digitized by 



Google 



NL^LMA'S COMPACT 63 

plained also of the inconvenience Luce's illness 
caused, and of the additional cost in doctor s 
fees entailed by Wirrib being beyond the town 
radius. 

• How Dr. Clayton can reconcile it to his 
conscience to charge by the mile, as if he were 
a London physician, is a wonder to me,' said 
Mrs. Ferryman, ' seeing that all his patients 
live out of town. Do the doctors suppose that 
we are going to steam ourselves in Leichardt's 
Town just because of them ? It will come to 
that for the poor people, or else we must physic 
ourselves — and I call it short-sighted policy on 
the part of the doctors.* 

* I suppose they have to pay for their horses ?* 
said Mr. Van Vechten. 

Then Mrs. Ferryman talked of the origin of 
the accident, and declared that if she could 
only find out who had laid that bit of orange- 
peel — for she was convinced that it had been 
set on purpose — she would make Mr. Ferry- 
man bring an action for damages against the 
parents of the offender. Mr. Van Vechten 
noticed that Nulma screwed up her lips tighter 
and that her eyes flashed again, but she never 
said a word ; and Van Vechten conceived an 
even greater admiration than he already enter- 
tained for his young friend's loyalty, even to an 
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enemy, as well as for her discretion. It was 
satisfactory to know that Niilma at least would 
not do a mean thing or betray a confidence, 
though the confidence had been made to her 
by a person whom she wished to punish. 
Niilma, impatient, threw the little box of choco- 
late into Mrs. Ferryman's lap. 

* Catch !' she cried. ' It's for Luce, with my 
love ; and you are to be sure and say that Mr. 
Van Vechten brought it.' 

* For you ?' said Mrs. Ferryman meaningly. 
* Fie ! Receiving presents from a gentleman ! 
What will your father say ? and he's so down 
upon Luce for taking so much as an ice-cream 
at any of those young gentlemen's expense. 
But you are a privileged person, I suppose, 
Mr. Van Vechten ?' 

* I hope so,' returned Van Vechten haughtily. 
' Miss Nulma, if we are to have anything of a 
ride, we'd better get on.' 

Nulma left a tender message for Luce, to 
the effect that she would come round for a 
minute or two after dinner that evening, and 
they rode off, Mrs. Ferryman calling out after 
Van Vechten : 

* I suppose we shall see you at the Govern- 
ment House reception on Wednesday, unless 
you mean to retire into your shell again now 
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that Lady Randal has gone? We are all 
going to pay our respects to Lady Arthur 
. Keefe,' 

* I certainly think I shall retire into my shell,' 
said Van Vechten to Niilma, only answering 
Mrs. Ferryman with a parting salutation. 

'Oh, please don't,* answered the girl, 'be- 
cause / am going.' 

' You ? Oh, Niilma, I forgot ; you are 
to be a grown-up young lady after the May 
ball.' 

'Yes. And Mrs. Ferryman says it's the 
proper thing for me to go to the reception, and 
be introduced to Lady Arthur, arid write my 
name in the book — ^and all the rest ; and then 
I shall be asked properly to the May ball.' 

' I shouldn't have thought Mrs. Ferryman 
was much of an authority on social matters. 
But I suppose it's all right. Is it she who is 
going to take you ?' 

' Daddy will be there. Mrs. Ferryman 
wants to come with us. We shall have the 
buggy if daddy takes us. Luce was to have 
gone. But poor Luce! They don't know if 
she will be able to come out at the ball now. 
Uncle Van, tell me — what is Lady Arthur 
like.?' 

' She is not as nice as Lady Randal. I wish 

5 
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it had been in Lady Randal's time that you 
had been coming out/ 

* Oh, Lady Randal ! Vm getting tired of 
hearing so much about what IVe missed in 
Lady Randal. Daddy says Lady Arthur is 
very handsome/ 

' Didn't you go and see them when they 
arrived ?* 

* Mrs. Ferryman couldn't leave Luce, and 
daddy was on duty as one of the Ministers, 
you know. I am very anxious to see Lady 
Arthur.' 

•Why?' 

' Oh, I don't know ; because she is Lady 
Arthur, I suppose. It must feel so odd to be a 
Marquis's daughter-in-law — quite different from 
being a NMma Goodeve.' 

* I don't suppose you would feel any dif- 
ferent from yourself if a Marquis's son were to 
come along and marry you. You would still 
be Nulma Goodeve.' 

' No, I shouldn't. I should be NWma — 
something else,' she cried, laughing. 

' Niilma,' he began eagerly, and added more 
deliberately, * do you ever wish — do you ever 
think of being Nulma anything else ? 

'Well, yes — I do,' the girl answered fear- 
lessly, though she blushed. * I don't mean that 
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I want to be. But one can't help wondering, 
you know.* 

* Wondering what sort of person you will 
marry : is that it ?' 

* Well, yes. I suppose I sAa/l marry, some 
day or other.' 

' I should think it is almost a certainty.* 

' It's a very serious thing, Mr. Van Vechten.* 

'Very.' 

' For a girl ; it doesn't matter so much for a 
man. But for a girl — it's just what you said in 
the veranda : signing a bond which would tie 
one down all one's life. I suppose,' she added, 
suddenly giving him her quick, full glance — ' I 
wasn't thinking much about it at the time — but 
I suppose you meant marrying, didn't you ?' 

'Yes, I meant marrying. It was rather 
foolish of me to say anything about it, and 
perhaps I oughtn't to go on. But I think I'll 
tell you what I meant, Niilma — now, before 
you come out and are a grown-up young lady. 
You are sure to hear much the same thing then, 
very soon. What I meant was that, supposing 
I, being much older than you, yet caring for 
you more than I have ever cared for any woman 
in the world, should ask you to marry me ?' 
NWma nodded, as though there were nothing 
unnatural in the proposition. He took courage, 
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and went on more boldly : ' Well, Nulma, sup- 
pose this were so. Would it be fair? For, 
you see, I am more than twice — very nearly 
three times — ^your age. I naturally understand 
the world in a way that you cannot do. I know 
what love means, and what marriage means; 
and you, my child, haven't the least idea of 
either. You have never seen the man yet 
whom you could love — tell me truthfully, my 
dear. Have you ever met any man with whom 
you could be, as they say, '* in love " ?' 

NWma checked her horse, which had broken 
into a jog, reining him in till he walked steadily. 
The beautiful creature arched its neck under 
the tightened curb, and she bent forward and 
patted his mane. 

* He's a beauty, Mr. Van Vechten, but he 
just wants pacing a bit ; he's as gentle as a 
lamb. I believe the pretty thing would eat 
bread out of my hand. Ml try him when we 
get home. I had no idea he was so quiet.' 

' Do you think I'd put you on anything that 
wasn't quiet, Nulma ? But you haven't answered 
my question.' 

NWma pursed up her chin after a way she 
had when deep in reflection, and seemed to be 
mentally ticking off the men who had any claim 
to consideration as possible lovers. 
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'They mustn't be married, I suppose?' she 
asked, as if it were a condition relating to the 
guessing of a riddle. 

' Of course not !' he answered a little sharply, 
for, in truth, his nerves were strained by the 
situation. * How could you love anyone who 
was married ?^ 

* Well, no, I couldn't, could I ? But I was 
just thinking that if Sir John Randal had ever 
wanted to marry me, I should have been so 
pleased.' 

' Niilma ! But you never spoke to Sir John 
Randal, child !' 

' No, I didn't,' she admitted. * But, then, 
I've seen him, and, of course, I've heard a 
great deal about him.' She reflected again. 
' No, I can't think of anyone else. You see, I 
had always made up my mind that, if I ever fell 
in love with anyone, it must be an Englishman. 
I do so want to go to England.' 

• No other nationality would do, then ? Even 
if the — man who loved you promised to take 
you to England, and show you every sight 
there to which money would open the doors S^' 
His voice was choked, though he laughed as 
though the whole thing were a good joke. 

*0h, but that wouldn't be the same thing,' 
objected NWma earnestly. ' It wouldn't make 
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him an Englishman — accustomed all his life to 
ways and ideas like what one reads of in books. 
Vd like him to have known celebrated people, 
so that he could talk to me about them. Td 
]ike him to have seen all the great places, and 
be able to make me feel that I had lived there, 
too. Vd like him to have heard the best music 
and read the best books. I'd like him to have 
distinguished himself, and to have been accus- 
tomed to beautiful and high-born ladies 

But, oh, what am I dreaming of?' she cried, 
pulling herself up short, and the Arab, too, in 
her excitement. * If he were a man like that, 
how would he ever come to choose me — me, 
that can't even spell correctly or talk grammar !' 

' There are other things which make a woman 
charming besides being able to spell correctly 
and talk grammatically. In fact, I don't feel 
sure that a thorough knowledge of spelling is 
at all indispensable,' said Van Vechten. * Well, 
I think I am answered, Nulma, all the same, 
and I won't go on to the other part of my sup- 
posings ' 

'Oh, but I should like to hear them,' she 
answered, her beautiful face glowing upon his 
with a cruel unconsciousness. ' Of course, I 
know that you are only pretending just to 
amuse me, and to make something to talk 
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about But I should like to hear, all the 
same/ 

' No, I wasn't pretending ; I was in earnest. 
Don't be afraid, however ' — as he noticed that 
a look of sorrow and perplexity came over the 
girl's features — ' I'm not going to worry you to 
marry me !' 

' Ah !* The look of perplexity was succeeded 
by one of relief She now thought that he 
could not be in earnest. ' I'm so glad. You 
see, I like you so immensely, Uncle Van ; but, 
of course, that isn't the thing, you know.' 

'No,' he answered, with a sigh, ' that isn't 
the thing, and you were quite right, my dear. 
If I did persuade you to bind yourself in that 
way now, before you even know what the thing 
means, you'd be justified in hating me all your 
life afterwards. But I'd like you to know this, 
Nulma,' he added, with a dreary sort of laugh, 
' if ever you find out that it would suit you to 
marry me, you've only got to tell me so frankly, 
and you'll make me the proudest and happiest 
man upon earth.' 

' You are good to me,' said the girl, smiling 
at him with a real gratitude. * That's just how 
I should want things to be. It sounds funny, 
doesn't it — the idea of my coming to you and 
saying that I should like you to marry me ? 
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But you could always refuse, you know, if the 
time ever came and you had changed your 
mind. I shouldn't feel hurt or offended.' 

' Oh yes, I could always refuse — you needn't 
let that trouble you! But I don't think I 
should refuse, NWma. It's a bargain.^ You 
promise ?* 

*Yes, it's a bargain — that is — what does it 
mean quite, Mr. Van Vechten? Tell me 
exactly.* 

' This : I engage on my side to be your 
good friend. You may consider me as your 
elder brother, or as a sort of uncle, for the time 
being— or for always, if you please — at your 
service in big things and in small. I engage 
also not to bother you with talk about love or 
marriage ; but you, on your side, engage to 
come honestly to me, if at any time it suits you 
— as I said — to marry me, and to tell me so 
without false pride or hesitation.' 

* That sounds very easy ; I can certainly 
promise that ; and of course it's a bargain. We 
ought to shake hands upon it, oughtn't we, 
if the Arab will let me get close enough.' 

She pulled her horse, which was docile and 
answered to the bit, a little nearer to him and 
held out her hand. They were riding upon a 
very quiet path, having turned off inland from 
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the river ; and on either side were only 
stretches of gum-trees, with here and there the 
cottage of a German farmer set in its grove of 
bananas. Mr. Van Vechten took Ntilma's 
hand, but instead of merely pressing it, he 
raised it to his lips. She noticed with some 
surprise that his calm, sallow face flushed to a 
deep red as he did so, and that his eyes had a 
strange look in them as he turned them upon 
her ag^in. ^ 

* Now,' he said, * here'^ a nice bit of soft road. 
Let us try Emin at a canter. Don't ride him 
too much on the curb ; be doesn't want it' 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE GOVERNMENT HOUSE RECEPTION. 

Lady Arthur's first reception was necessarily 
a somewhat formal affair. She had wanted to 
have it in the garden, but had been overruled 
by the aide-de-camp, who had pointed out that 
the crowd would probably be considerable, and 
that there might be a difficulty over the an- 
nouncements, and in making clear to her who 
were the wives and daughters of officials, and 
the people who might claim from her a greater 
amount of consideration than the mere common 
herd. The aide-de-camp, who was new to his 
work, had taken great pains to get social infor- 
mation, and was extremely anxious that the 
new reign should begin without mistakes. The 
Governor had made one already in declining an 
invitation to a show up-country. He had 
given the plea that his health hardly permitted 
him to undergo the fatigue of Bush drives and 
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agricultural functions in the warm weather. 
The show had been postponed in consequence 
till the end of April, but there had been much 
dissatisfaction, and the Radical paper had had 
a condemnatory leading article, which was 
headed, with more regard to alliteration than to 
accuracy, 'Valetudinarian Vice- Royalty.' The 
Governor's manner, too, had not made a 
favourable impression. It was considered too 
stiff and formal ; and people said that if he 
wanted to be popular he would have to learn 
the difference between a Crown colony and one 
with its own House of Representatives, and 
free and independent constitution. The aide-de- 
camp was aware of the dissatisfaction, and spoke 
to Lord Arthur in the hope that he might be able 
to say a word to the Governor, which would 
produce at least a show of geniality. But Lord 
Arthur was not disturbed, as was the aide-de- 
camp. Sir John Randal, he said, being a young 
man and a professional Governor, popularity 
had been his game, whereas Colonel Burnside 
was an old man who didn't care a hang about 
popularity, and meant to retire on his pension 
as soon as his term was over. Somehow, this 
view of things got into the papers too, and 
Leichardt's Land was indignant at having been 
made the means of securing a retiring pension. 
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On the whole, things, socially speaking, were 
not promising, and the aide-de-camp placed his 
whole hope on Lady Arthur. 

She did not disappoint him. She, too, had 
taken pains in her own way to get information, 
and knew almost as well as the aide-de-camp to 
whom she ought to be gracious. Consequently, 
she had a pretty word or two for the Ministers' 
wives, and the persons whom it behoved her to 
honour. She received in the large hall, which 
at the smaller dances was used as a ballroom, 
and which, with the aid of Captain Textor, the 
aide-de-camp, who had a talent for decoration, 
the curator of the Botanical Gardens, and her 
own maid, she caused to look very different 
from what it had done in Lady Randal's time. 
The former Governor s wife, having been ac- 
customed to the stiff magnificence of Italian 
palaces, had never imbibed the modern taste in 
arrangement. Lady Arthur, on the contrary, 
had been obliged in her little London house to 
make up for lack of costly furniture by a skilful 
disposition of palms and draperies. Thus, her 
Rhodian and Cretan embroideries were some- 
thing new in Leichardt's Town, and gave food 
for conversation. 

* I hope you won't think I have been making 
too many innovations,' said Lady Arthur 
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sweetly to Mrs. Latham, who was a fat, good- 
natured-looking lady with prematurely gray 
hair turned back from her unwrinkled forehead, 
' I understand that Lady Randal didn't use the 
hall as a sitting-room, but the Governor thinks 
it the coolest part of the house ; and as he is 
accustomed to big airy rooms, we spend a good 
deal of our time in it, and I have tried to make 
it home-like.' 

She smiled up at Colonel Burnside, who 
stood beside her, and to whom she gave the 
initiative as to the people he ought to talk to. 
He could not help being stiff, but his manner 
had an old-fashioned courtesy which was 
attractive to women, and Mrs. Latham found 
herself chatting with the Governor more un- 
restrainedly than her husband s description had 
led her to suppose was possible. She was very 
shy, but perfectly unaffected, and Mr. Latham 
owed much of his success to her tact and good- 
humour. Two of the other Ministers' wives 
were vulgar, and a third was commonplace, 
and Lady Arthur began to think that the 
political dinners would be trying affairs. But 
she was bound to admit that there were some 
extremely charming women among the ladies 
of Leichardt's Town. Mrs. Degraves, for 
instance, wife of the President of the Council — 
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lately Acting Governor — looked as if she had 
been packed up in Paris and sent out in silver 
paper, her bonnet was so pretty and her flowered 
silk so well made. As a matter of fact, she and 
her daughter — the Miss Degraves to whom 
Lady Randal had been so anxious to marry 
Mr. Van Vechten — got out a box every half- 
year from a fashionable London dressmaker. 
Mrs. Degraves had a sprightly way of talking. 
She was a freethinker, and went in for being 
intellectual. She had a faded, distinguished 
face, and carried her years well. Miss Degraves 
was tall and dark, and certainly handsome. 

* This is quite delightful,* said Mrs. Degraves, 
nodding round at the palms and embroideries. 
' I can see. Lady Arthur, that you are going to 
teach us how to be artistic ; I assure you we 
want a few lessons badly.' 

Lady Arthur said that it had not struck her 
that the services of an art apostle were needed 
in Leichardt's Town. 

' Ah, but you haven't been into any of our 
houses as yet ; and I don't suppose you'll ever 
have great opportunities of judging, unless it is 
on Ubi Downs. The Government House people 
always stay with our big squatters up there ; but 
they don't visit among us ordinary Leichardt- 
stonians, except on very state occasions.' 
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Mrs. Degraves laughed, knowing that she 
herself was not to be included among the 
ordinary Leichardtstonians, and being secure in 
the consciousness that her own pretty drawing- 
room was above criticism. 

Lady Arthur turned to greet Mr. Van 
Vechten, whom she recognised instantly. He 
was quiet and impressive as usual, and was 
dressed more correctly than many of the gentle- 
men present ; but he looked, notwithstanding, 
slightly out of place in a fashionable gathering, 
and seemed a little nervous — if, indeed, the 
word * nervous ' could be applied to one so com- 
posed — for his eyes roved restlessly about, and 
every now and then glanced quickly towards 
the door. 

* Mrs. Ferryman, Mr. James Goodeve, Miss 
Niilma Goodeve :* so the butler announced, and 
Caspar Van Vechten's eyes ceased from roving. 

Mrs. Ferryman's frilled scarf and high bonnet 
obscured Nulma s slight form ; but she passed 
on after a formal greeting by Lady Arthur, who 
knew that she was only the wife of a Civil 
servant. Then somehow a rift in the crowd 
brought the young girl into almost startling 
prominence. She stood quite still, while Lady 
Arthur said something nice to her father, and 
watched Margot s face with a grave and in- 
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tensely eager interest. It never occurred to 
Nulma to hide anything she was feeling, and 
she was overpoweringly interested in Lady 
Arthur. The foreign-looking woman, with her 
narrow face, her thin nose, her peculiar smile, 
the blinking gaze she gave out of her dark, 
brilliant eyes, and her crinkly hair parted 
above her low forehead — ^the whole personality, 
in short, affected Nulma as no other in her life 
had ever affected her. She was not quite sure 
whether she was attracted or repelled, but of the 
fascination Lady Arthur exercised there could 
be no doubt Niilma had never seen anyone 
the least like her. How could people say 
that she resembled Lady Randal ? There had 
been nothing subtle and serpentine about Lady 
Randal. Nulma could see no point of similarity, 
except that both women were dark and had the 
foreign trick of gesture. To Nulma, every word 
that Lady Arthur spoke seemed like a caress. 
But might it not be a dangerous caress, like that 
which a cat may give the mouse with which she 
is playing before dealing it the death-blow ? 
Lady Arthur*s eyes rested full on Ntilma's 
face. The two women gazed at each other, 
and Lady Arthur paused in the sentence she 
was addressing to Mr. Goodeve. It had been in 
relation to the Show, and the Governor's regret 
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at his inability to attend it She had been 
explaining to Mr. Goodeve that the Governor 
— ^who was now in conversation with Mrs. 
Degraves — was not ill at all in reality, but only 
a little enfeebled temporarily by the effects of 
an African fever which had again attacked him 
in the rainy heat off Ceylon. ' But your climate 

is so * she was saying, and stopped. 

' Mr. Goodeve,' she added, ' I want to know 
your daughter. I haven't saii ** How do you 
do ?" to her yet. Ah, how pretty she is !* — this 
in a rapid undertone. 

* It is Nulmas first appearance in society, 
Lady Arthur,' said James Goodeve, reddening 
with pleasure at the sensation his daughter had 
created. ' She is to come out at your Birthday 
ball' 

* So I have heard already,' said Lady Arthur, 
giving Niilma her hand, and smiling sweetly at 
the girl. * Do you know. Miss Goodeve, yours 
was almost the first lady's name which interested 
me on my arrival in Leichardt's Land. I 
happened to overhear a conversation about you 
on the deck of the tender — I couldn't help 
hearing it ; it wasn't anything private, I assure 
you, and it was between your father and Mr. 
Latham and another gentleman, whom I after- 
wards found to be Mr. Van Vechten.' 
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* Ah, then/ said NWma, * it was certain to be 
something nice, for not one of them would say 
gin ill word of me/ 

* You are fortunate to be so absolutely con* 
vinced of the single-hearted devotion of three 
men. But, of course, one of them is your 
father.' 

* And Mr. Latham has known me ever since 
I was a baby,' said Niilma ; * and the other is — 
Mr. Van Vechten.' 

She had spoken quite innocently, but a 
sudden blush suffused her face as she remem- 
bered the ride and the bargain. Lady Arthur 
gave her little low laugh. 

* I am perfectly ready to believe in Mr. Van 
Vechten's devotion,' she said. * He was here 
a moment ago. Now, Miss Nulma, you must 
have some tea, and 1 shall see that you are 
well taken care of at the Birthday ball. But 
tell me — ^your name struck me so. How did 
you come by it ? It sounds Eastern. I have 
never heard it before.* 

Ntilma glanced at her father, whose bluff, 
burly face had a pained expression. He turned 
abruptly away. Lady Arthur perceived that 
she had been indiscreet. 

* I see,' she murmured. * Never mind. Per- 
haps it was your mothers name,' 
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*No; it was not my mother's name/ an- 
swered Niilma. * But my mother gave it to 
me when she was dying. It is a native word. 
It means a snake.' 

* It is very pretty, but I don't think it suits 
you — the meaning of it, at least. I shouldn't 
fancy that you had any of the serpent's guile, 
my dear. Well, you must have some tea, and 
I will find someone nice to take care of yoa' 

She glanced over the heads of the little 
crowd surrounding her, who happened to be 
mostly women ; and Nulma saw how tall she 
was. At that moment the buder announced 
some other names. Lady Arthur made an 
imperious little motion with her head to a 
gentleman behind. He stepped forward. 

• Come,' she said ; ' I want to present you to 
the most charming young lady in the world, 
whose first appearance it is in society, her 
father says, and who is coming out at the 
Birthday ball. Take her to have some tea, 
and show her how I have altered the drawing- 
rooms. Miss Nulma Goodeve, let me intro- 
duce your new Chief Justice, Mr. Ken ward.* 

Kenward had noticed Ntilma direcdy she 
came in, and had been greatly struck by her 
beautiful face and the shy, half-wild way in 
which she carried herself. He felt inexpres- 
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sibly attracted towards hen The look Lady 
Ardiur gave him over her shoulder annoyed 
him, however. It seemed to say : ' I have 
introduced you to your child of Nature, Don't 
abuse my trust.* 

He held out his arm to Niilma, but she did 
not take it, not being accustomed to the offer- 
ing of men's arms except for a dance.. She 
walked beside him very straight and erect, her 
stag-like head, in its pretty white straw hat, 
which, tilted as the fashion was, allowed the 
coils of her yellowish-brown hair to show 
plainly, topping the heads of most of the other 
women. He thought she was like a young 
gum-sapling, she was so straight and so slender 
and tall. 

' The tea is in the veranda,' he said, * and we 
will come back to the drawing-room afterwards/ 

' I don't want any tea, thank you,' said 
' Ndlma. * I had some with Luce Ferryman at 
Wirrib.' 

He wondered who Luce Ferryman might be 
and where Wirrib was. The word came from 
her lips with the prettiest whirr. 

'I'm glad to find that Leichardt's Land is 
not following the bad practice of some of her 
sister colonies, and changing the native names 
into Cockney ones,' he observed. 
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* I don't know where Cockney is,' said 
Nidma. ' But I think we are getting nearly 
as bad as the others. We have called our long 
streets after the English-history queens, and 
the cross ones after the kings ; and they might 
just as well have had pretty Australian names/ 

' Such as ?' 

*Oh, Wirrib, Coryea, or Yarrabin, or ever 
so many others, I'd have chosen the name of 
some native beast or bird, so that in ages to 
come, when the blacks are all dead and done 
for, their language would remain.' 

' I quite agree with you, and it is a pretty, 
original notion. Tell me, what do the words 
mean ?' 

* Wirrib means parrot, and Coryea is a paddy- 
melon, and Yarrabin is the white gum.* 

* You seem to know a great deal about the 
blacks' language, Miss Goodeve ?* 

* I used to talk it quite well when I was a 
little thing out West,' answered NWma. * But 
that isn't the Western dialect,' she added. ' I 
learned those names from a half-caste woman 
daddy took from the camp down South and 
brought up with him.' 

They had reached the veranda, where a long 
table was spread with fruit, ices, and tea and 
coffee. 
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' Won't you try some red guavas and cream ?* 
said Kenward. 'They're the Australian sub- 
stitute, aren't they, for our strawberry squash ? 

* You shouldn't say ** our,'" said NWma 
gravely. * You should forget now that you 
are English, and make yourself Australian. A 
Leichardt's Land Chief Justice ought to be 
Australian, you know. Mr. Latham and the 
Ministers were rather cross when you were 
appointed.' 

' Were they indeed ?' said Kenward, hand- 
ing her the plate of iced guavas and cream, of 
which Nillma showed a proper appreciation. 

* Please tell me why.' 

' They said it was keeping the colony in 
leading-strings,' replied Nulma, 'and treating 
us as if we needed a schoolmaster.' 

' You are very young still,' said Kenward — 

* the colony, I mean. I had not intended to be 
personal. I have no doubt the Home Govern- 
ment took that fact into consideration. * Don't 
you think that perhaps in some ways you do 
want a schoolmaster ?' 

*/ do, I know,' answered NWma, with 
perfect frankness, *or a schoolmistress. But, 
then, daddy never would send me to school ; 
and I did always have such stupid governesses. 
It's not surprising that I am so badly educated.' 
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' Are you badly educated ?' asked Kenward, 
amused. * I should say that you were very 
well educated. I don't suppose that any of 
the Oxford professors could talk blacks' lan- 
guage.' 

*0h, that t she exclaimed, with an accent 
of contempt. * But I make horrible mistakes 
in spelling, and I never can recollect a date. 
Still, Mr. Kenward, it doesn't follow that, 
because I want a schoolmaster, the other 
Leichardtstonians want one, too. But I am 
sure they will like you very much when they 
know you,* she added graciously — ' better, 
perhaps, than one of themselves, for they 
would have been jealous of him before long.' 

She had hardly looked at Kenward until 
now. She had rattled on, as she had been in 
the habit of doing with Van Vechten or Mr. 
Latham, or any of the other men she knew 
intimately, of whom, indeed, the number was 
small ; and perhaps this was the reason of her 
perfect unconsciousness. But now, as she 
glanced up at Kenward's dark face, so impres- 
sive in its look of power and breeding, and in 
the sensitive curves of his fine mouth and chin, 
and as she noticed certain unconsidered trifles 
about him, which stamped him as different 
from the other men she knew — the cut of his 
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clothes, the colour of his tie, the unobtrusive 
watch-chain and links and centre stud, which 
were so plain, but had a certain distinctiveness 
and richness — a feeling new to Nulma came 
over her, something of the same feeling that 
she had about Lady Arthur, only that in this 
there was nothing of repulsion mingled with 
the vague fascination. 

* Shall we go and look at the drawing-room?' 
asked Kenward. * I wonder which you will 
like the best — Lady Arthur s or Lady Randal's 
arrangement.' 

* I shall not know, for I have never been in 
the house before,' answered Nillma, 

* Really! Oh yes, I remember that Lady 
Arthur said it was your first entrance into 
society.' 

He laughed slightly. This kind of social 
performance seemed to him such a marionette 
play. 

There was no tinge of sarcasm in the laugh, 
and if there had been, she was too deeply im- 
pressed with the importance of her entrance 
into society to notice it. 

'I am to come out at the May ball,' she 
announced gravely. 'Oh, did Lady Arthur 
do all this ?' 

She uttered the exclamation as they paused 
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in the lai^er reception-room, which was prettily 
shaped, with two deep-set bow-windows, their 
embrasures made to seem deeper by means of 
screens put end-ways, over which Lady Arthur 
had hung some of her famous embroideries. The 
curator had supplied well-grown palms in green 
tubs, and their broad fronds threw shadows over 
the cosy corners. The chairs and couches had 
been pulled out from their former stiff positions, 
and there was the usual litter of small tables, 
flowers, and miscellaneous properties such as the 
modern woman likes to strew about her — ^and, 
for those days. Lady Arthur was very modern. 
The room was just a tasteful, slightly-eccentric 
English drawing-room, but to Nulma it seemed 
a scene of luxury and picturesque extravagance 
unparalleled. 

* Oh yes, it must be Lady Arthur's doing,* 
replied Kenward, • though I expect Textor — 
he is the aide, you know — had a hand in it. 
Textor has a genius for fixing up plants and 
dinner-tables and draperies. No doubt you'll 
see something astonishing in that way at the 
May ball* 

* I think Lady Arthur must be very clever,' 
said Niilma. '1 should never have thought of 
sticking up needlework like that. Is it what 
people do in England.^ I shall tell Mrs. 
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Perryman ; she does such a lot of woolwork, 
and never knows how to fix it.* 

Kenward laughed ag^n, and wondered 
whether Lady Arthur would be amused at 
the child of Nature s comparison of her wonder- 
ful old embroideries with Mrs. Ferryman's wool- 
work. On second thoughts, however, he decided 
not to tell her of it. The girl added reflectively, 
as though she had been weighing the matter : 

' Mrs. Ferryman's work wouldn't look at all 
like that, though. It's hideous — like herself. 
Stodgy, you know.* 

* Well,' said Kenward, * I must say that Mrs. 
Ferryman's personality — she is the lady with 
roses in her bonnet ? — doesn't suggest the grace- 
ful Arab girls who made that embroidery. Arab 
girls have all to embroider a long strip before 
they can be married. Did you know ?* 

* No ; I don't know anything about Arab 
girls. Have you been in the East ?' she asked 
eagerly. 

' Oh, only along the beaten track. I've 
wintered in Egypt and Algeria.' 

Nulma seemed to be again reflecting upon the 
embroidery and upon the difference between 
Mrs. Ferryman and graceful Arab maidens. 

' I should think they must have been thinking 
happy thoughts,' she said. * Feople must put 
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a good deal of themselves into their work, 
shouldn't you say ?' 

* Vm sure they do.' Kenward remembered 
a fanciful arabesque pattern upon which Lady 
Arthur had occupied herself during the voyage, 
and about which he had teased her, as represent- 
ing her varying moods. * I wonder what your 
work would be like !' he exclaimed. 

* Oh, I never do any. But if I did, it wouldn't 
be Mrs. Ferryman's kind. I'd get Bush flowers 
and twist them into patterns of wreaths or some- 
thing, with boomerangs and nuUa-nuUas, so 
as to remind one of romantic savage things. 
I'd group them to make one fancy each flower 
was a thought, and each thought part of a 
song,' 

' And your song ? A native woman's love- 
song, I conclude.' 
NMma laughed. 

* Who would ever dream of a black gin sing- 
ing a love-song.? Poor things! they're never 
given the chance. If a black fellow takes a 
fancy to a girl, he just throws a spear into the 
camp where she is, and if she is not sold to 
anyone else he pays for her and gets her. 
There's nothing very romantic about that. 
My song would be a song of the Bush, that's 
all' 
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* A song of the woods and streams ; of 
whispering she-oaks and rustling gums ; a song 
of the cries of Bush birds, and of the pure 
thoughts of Nature-spirits. It should be sweet, 
wild, joyous, but with a note of melancholy in 
it. I like the notion of your song, Miss 
Niilma, and I hope that some day you will 
work that piece of embroidery and give me the 
interpretation thereof.' 

Nulma's eyes met his in a fearless, half- 
doubting gaze ; then drooped, reassured. She 
had fancied uneasily for a moment that he 
might be laughing at her. He in his turn was 
startled by the brilliancy of those brown eyes, 
with the yellow glints in them which har- 
monized with her chestnut hair, and with the 
hue of her soft warm cheeks. Her skin in its 
sun-kissed bloom made him think of a ripe 
apricot. A fantastic idea seized him that he 
would like to see her dressed in certain shades 
of russet and yellow-green, to carry out the 
simile. He asked absently : 

' Do you ever wear yellow and green ? 

* Yellow and green i^* she repeated. * No ; 
why?' 

* I beg a hundred pardons, but it occurred 
to me that I should like to make a study of you 
in those colours. That's all.' 
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* A study of me ?* she said, puzzled. • What 
sort of a study ?' 

* A study in oils. I should like to paint you.* 
'Are you a painter?* she questioned with 

awed interest. 

' I dabble a bit. Do you think it's an odd 
foible for a Chief Justice? Please don't re- 
spect me the less, or give me away, just yet, to 
the Leichardtstonians.* 

* I wasn't thinking of that — at least, of its 
being an odd foible.* She did not know what 
he meant exactly by being * given away *; his 
modern jargon was unfamiliar to her. ' But, 
oh ! I love pictures.* 

' Do you ? I thought you would care for 
art, somehow.* 

* Oh ! How could I know anything about 
art? We haven*t any out here. That's what 
Luce tells me Mrs. Degraves is always saying.* 

* Where do you learn, then, to love pictures ?* 

* They had an exhibition here, you know, 
last year ; and the galleries of Melbourne and 
Sydney and some of the rich people down 
there, sent up paintings. They were by the 
great artists in England, and I used to go ever 
so often to look at them.* 

* Perhaps you would care to look at one or 
two little things I brought out with me,' he 
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said. * They are not by great artists. I can't 
afford to buy Millais and Tadema» and the rest 
of them. But I shall be surprised if the fellows 
who painted mine haven't a big name some 
day. Miss Goodeve, I shall feel very much 
honoured if you will come some time with your 
father or Mrs. Ferryman and see my diggings 
and the pictures.' 

* 1 should like very much to come,* answered 
Nulma frankly. • I suppose that daddy will 
let me, now that I have come out. He won't 
let me walk in Victoria Street, you know, like 
other girls.' 

' I think your father is perfectly right' 

* And he never would let me know anyone — 
except the Perry mans and Mr. Van Vechten.' 

* Mr. Van Vechten must feel himself to be a 
very favoured person,' began the Chief Justice, 
when the gentleman in question came up to 
where the two were standing. He shook 
hands with Mr. Ken ward, whose acquaintance 
he had made on the Government tender. 

* I hear you talking about me,' he said ; * and 
you are quite right. 1 do feel myself greatly 
favoured in being permitted to have the 
honour of occasionally escorting Miss Goodeve. 
Nulma,' he added, 'your father asked me to 
bring you to him. He's over there, talking to 
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Mrs. Degraves, and he would like you to be 
introduced to hen* 

Ken ward bowed and withdrew. Niilma 
walked away beside Van Vechten. 

* I wish you hadn't interrupted us just now/ 
she said, a little pettishly. ' I was having a 
beautiful talk.' 

' Then, I am sorry to have to put a stop to 
it,' replied Van Vechten stiffly ; and his still face 
looked more than ever as if it were cut in ivory. 

* Don't be cross with me, Uncle Van. You 
know what I mean.' 

*I don't think I do quite, NMma. Your 
talk had lasted a long time ; and it would really 
be a nice thing for you to know Mrs. Degraves; 
she might take you about sometimes, instead of 
Mrs. Ferryman.' 

* I didn't mean that,' cried Niilma, repentant 
•Of course, it was quite budgery of you to 
come bothering about me. Still, 1 did have a 
beautiful talk.' 

' What was it all about ?' 

* Heaps of things. Pictures, and needle- 
work, and love-songs.' 

* Love-songs ?* 

' Oh, well, I said there couldtit be a black 
gin's love-song — Nature-songs. And he said 
he'd like to paint me.' 
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• Oh, did he indeed ?' 

* You think a Chief Justice oughtn't to paint 
pictures. It doesn't seem quite to go with 
trying people and sentencing them. Would he 
ever have to sentence them to death ?' 

' Yes ; if the jury had found them guilty of 
murder, or anything of that sort.' 

Niilma shuddered. That view of Kenward's 
vocation had not before struck her. 

' Horrible ! How could he do it ? One for- 
gets he is the Chief Justice ' 

She paused. They had made the length of 
the big room, and were in the smaller one off 
it, where Mr. Goodeve was standing in em- 
barrassed conversation with Mrs. Degraves. 
He looked relieved when Nulma appeared and 
the introduction was effected. Mrs. Degraves 
had never hitherto taken any notice of the 
Minister of Mines, but when she saw the re- 
ception Lady Arthur gave to Nulma, observed 
that the Chief Justice had been paying her 
a good deal of attention, and reflected that 
she would probably in time marry Mr. Van 
Vechten, she decided that it would be a kindly 
thing to give countenance to the young girl, 
who. was so pretty and who had no mother. 
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VAN VECHTEN's love. 

If Caspar Van Vechten had been compelled to 
state truthfully why he was so much in love 
with the child NWma, he would have found it 
difficult to frame a series of logical reasons. 
When had he begun to love her ? It appeared 
to him that he had loved her from the first 
moment he had seen her, a tall, sapling-like 
girl in short frocks, whom he had unexpectedly 
come upon as she stood wrathfully facing her 
governess, her brown eyes flashing, her thin 
shoulders held back, and her burnt-looking 
hair standing out in separate threads, as if it 
were full of electricity. The governess had 
done something to incur the girl's displeasure ; 
Mr. Van Vechten never quite knew what, 
but gleaned that it was of a mean and under- 
hand nature, meanness and underhandednes 
being sins held by Niilma in special repro- 

7 
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bation. He sympathized with the child, for he 
had conceived an antipathy to the governess — 
or perhaps the antipathy came after Nulmas 
outburst. Anyhow, he pleaded to Nulma's 
father, when Mr. Goodeve, with an heroic 
effort at discipline, condemned his daughter to 
the punishment of not going for a ride during 
the next four weeks. Niilma had stormed and 
wept, and had forced Mr. Van Vechten to own 
that she had a very hot temper ; and later, 
when he watched the ingenious methods by 
which she contrived to revenge herself upon 
the offending governess, and, finally, to compass 
her dismissal, he realized that there was in her 
temper a considerable spice of vindictiveness, 
as well as that she had a stubborn will, which 
might under certain conditions ttiake her a 
difficult person to manage. 

Yet he loved Niilma all the same ; and he 
loved her more and more the oftener he saw 
her. By-and-by, when she found out that he 
had begged her off, and got her sentence com- 
muted to two weeks' abstention from horseback 
instead of four, her impulsive gratitude and 
pretty manner of showing it convinced him that, 
if she was bad-tempered and vindictive, she 
was very warm-hearted, and had a power of 
fascination that would make her, as far as men 
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were concerned, a dangerous young woman. 
She was then about fifteen, and from that time 
she had seemed to recognise in him a friend, 
or, rather, as she phrased it, 'someone of the 
uncle sort* So it came about that she got into 
the way of calling him Uncle Van, which 
puzzled people who did not know that there 
was no relationship whatever between them, 
and that the title was only a recognition of the 
friendly interest he took in her, and a mark 
of respect to one so many years older than 
herself. 

Van Vechten had an investment which 
brought him into rather close business con- 
nectionship with James Goodeve ; and thus 
he was often at the Bunyas, and was one of 
the very few men whom Goodeve admitted 
into his home. The ostensible bond of union 
between the men was the Goodeve Consolation 
Company ; the real one was Nulma. Nulma 
was the ruling motive of both these men s lives, 
though by Van Vechten this was only tacitly 
admitted. Goodeve adored his daughter, the 
survivor of a tragedy which had darkened the 
ex-carrier s life ; and Van Vechten, by the time 
of Ntilmas sixteenth birthday, had made up 
his mind that she, and no other woman, should 
be his wife. He had told Lady Randal so, 

7—2 
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under the pressure of certain proposals of the 
Governor's wife; and Lady Randal had told 
her friend, Caroline Degraves, who in her 
turn had informed her mother, the President's 
lady. 

So it became pretty generally known in 
Leichardt's Town that Nulma Goodeve, the 
girl who was kept so rigorously in the back- 
ground, and never allowed by her father to be 
seen in Victoria Street without a gauze veil, 
was likely to carry off the most eligible bachelor 
of Leichardt's Land. To be sure, there were 
other eligible bachelors, and notably now the 
Chief Justice ; but Van Vechten had the repu- 
tation of being very rich, and he had a fine 
house, and had been brought into prominence 
by Lady Randal's notice ; whereas the Chief 
Justice was known to have no fortune to speak 
of beyond his salary, and, moreover, it was 
already whispered that he was devoted to Lady 
Arthur Keefe — in due honour, be it understood, 
for, with all their love of gossip, the Leichardt- 
stonians were an unsophisticated community, 
and not given to evil interpretation of the 
conduct of their betters. 

Caspar Van Vechten had not reached the age 
of fifty without having had a romance. Few 
unmarried men of those years are bachelors 
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unless there is a woman for the reason. There 
had been a woman in Van Vechten's life, and 
the woman had been his divorced wife. Thus, 
when he became known in Leichardt's Town, 
he was not, strictly speaking, a bachelor, though 
the world believed him so, and knew nothing of 
a certain marriage that had taken place over 
twenty years before in the State of New York, 
and had been there dissolved. 

It was that divorce which had brought Van 
Vechten to Australia, and which had been the 
cause of his aloofness from society. He was a 
man with decided views upon the sanctity of 
the marriage bond, and though he had divorced 
his wife, and had been glad that her position 
should be legitimized, he did not hold the same 
law of conduct good for himself, and would 
have thought it wrong to marry again while 
the woman who had been his wife was alive. 
This placed him in a false situation. Not 
choosing to take society into his confidence, 
he was doing society an injustice, and laying 
himself open to the chance of having any 
attention he might pay to an unmarried woman 
misconstrued. He therefore avoided women, 
and made himself happy among his men friends 
in the house he had built, with his horses and 
his garden for his chief interest. Had he been 
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an intellectual or artistic person, he would have 
collected books and pictures, and surrounded 
himself with bric-k-brac ; but he was not in- 
tellectual, and he knew nothing about art. He 
had worked too hard at making money, and he 
had never been brought into contact with 
artistic people. As he grew richer, he inter- 
ested himself in an unostentatious sort of bene- 
volence, which had been the beginning of his 
short intimacy with Lady Randal. Perhaps he 
would not have permitted this intimacy, had he 
not received the news a little time after his 
first meeting with NWma that his divorced 
wife was dead. 

Nulma was, as may be supposed, the very 
antithesis of the woman he had first loved. 
He told himself that he knew her in and in, 
and that there was not one speck of deceit or 
disloyalty in her nature. His wife had deceived 
him from the very first, and had been grossly 
disloyal. He told himself that he would never 
trust his happiness a second time to any woman 
old enough to know her world, or who had 
been educated after the fashion of ordinary 
girls. Nulma's frank avowals of her ignorance 
were always to him so much in her of added 
charm. He did not want a clever wife. He 
wanted only — Nulma, the beautiful, frank, 
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wilful, ignorant child, whom he loved because 
she was — Nulma. 

A day or two after the Government House 
reception, Nulma was startled at seeing an 
orderly ride round to the front-door, and still 
more when two large square envelopes in thick 
cream-laid paper, with the red official stamp on 
the flap, were put into her hands. 

'For me?* she cried. 'It must be you, 
daddy ; and it s your invitation to the Ministers' 
dinner and the Birthday ball.' But, as she 
turned over the envelopes, her own name met 
her on each. ' " Miss Goodeve, The Bunyas," ' 
she read aloud. 

. * You'd better open them, Lulu,' said Mn 
Goodeve. * You're a come-out young lady now, 
remember.' 

* And invitations are always addressed to the 
lady,' put in Mr. Van Vechten, who was sitting 
with them in the veranda. It was Saturday 
afternoon, and he had a habit of coming out on 
a Saturday, to take Nulma for a ride, or to talk 
business and politics with the Minister of Mines, 
or merely to lounge about the veranda and 
garden, and stay afterwards to dinner. * I think 
I know what it is,' he added. * I found mine 
at home when I looked in on my way out.' 

'There are two,' said Nulma, as she reverently 
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disclosed two oblong bits of pasteboard, which 
conveyed the information that the Governor re- 
quested the honour of Mr. and Miss Goodeve's 
company, in the first place, to a ball in celebra- 
tion of her Majesty's birthday on that day 
month, and, in the second, to dinner on a 
much earlier date. 

* I never was at a dinner-party in my life,' 
said Niilma. ' I don't know how to behave, or 
what to eat, or whether to use my fork or spoon 
— or anything. I couldn't go, daddy. I really 
couldn't ; you'd be ashamed of me.' 

* I'm bound to be that, anyhow, at the ball — 
ain't I, Lulu ?* James Goodeve gave his gruff, 
tender laugh as he looked at his daughter, his 
red eyes dilating with pride and pleasure. He 
hated parties, and nothing short of Ministerial 
obligations would have persuaded him to dine 
at Government House alone ; but that Niilma 
should be asked was a tribute that gratified him 
immensely. 

*Oh, well, at any rate, I can dance,' said 
Niilma frankly. 

* And you can eat, I suppose ?* 

' Not properly. Besides, a ball is a very 
different thing from going into a dinner-party 
with a stranger.' 

' Perhaps he won't be a stranger,' put in 
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Mr. Van Vechten. ' Tm asked, too, Nulma; 
and it s just possible they may send you in to 
dinner with me.' 

' That would be letting me off easier, Uncle 
Van/ answered Nulma, not enthusiastically; 
*but it would be pretty much the same, 
wouldn't it, as if you were having dinner with 
us at home here, except that there'd be Lady 
Arthur and the others to look at, and some- 
body else on the other side of me? I don't 
mind so much who that is, as long as it isn't 
Victor Degraves ; I've got a down on Victor,' 
added Niilma in Australian vernacular. 

* What for. Lulu ? He's a very fine young 
man, and thinks no small-beer of himself, I can 
tell you,' said Mr. Goodeve. 

Niilma pursed up her lips and shook her 
head. 

'He's a mean-spirited thing !* she said ; and 
Van Vechten guessed that Victor Degraves 
had somehow been implicated in the affair of 
the orange-peel. Perhaps had egged on Mal- 
colm Derrett, and had thus provoked Nulma's 
scorn. 

The dinner-party took place ten days later. 
There had been a good deal of discussion at 
the Bunyas and at Wirrib on the subject of 
Nulma's dress, as well as on that of her be- 
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haviour. Mrs. Ferryman, on hearing that they 
were to have carte-blanche at the dressmaker's, 
had inclined to something florid and expensive. 
She had bemoaned the rigorous necessity for 
white, but wished that the material, at least, 
might be rich, and the ornamentation profuse, 
with just a touch of colour — blue forget-me-nots 
or pink roses, in artificial blossoms, dotted about 
it. Luckily, Mr. Van Vechten heard the sug- 
gestion, and he made his views known to 
Nulma's father, who decreed that his girl was 
to be in pure white, with no jangles nor spangles 
nor ornamentation whatsoever. Mr. Goodeve 
had instinctively a refined taste in the matter 
of women's a[.pearance and behaviour, which 
was not so much to be wondered at, seeing that 
his dead wife had been brought up in a great 
house in England, and had filled the situation 
of lady's-maid to one of the daughters of the 
house. She had been twenty-five when she 
married James Goodeve, the carrier, and emi- 
grated to Australia, and she had been a dainty, 
pleasant-spoken young woman, educated above 
her station, and a favourite with her mistress, 
who had made something of a companion of 
her. Mr. Goodeve, inspired by Van Vechten, 
was beginning to have doubts as to Mrs. Perry- 
man's fitness for the office of Nulma's chaperon, 
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and was casting about in his mind whether 
Mrs. Degraves might not be persuaded to 
undertake the duty, or, on occasions, Mrs. 
Latham. But Mrs. Latham had religious 
scruples about certain forms of gaiety, and 
could not be always relied upon. Mrs. De- 
graves, however, in spite of her atheistic ten- 
dencies, was an object of social consideration, 
and held a high place in Leichardt's Town. 

Mrs. Ferryman was faintly aggrieved at her 
taste being set aside, and more unreasonably 
hurt because she had not been asked to the 
dinner. It would have been but natural, she 
declared, though Mr. Ferryman was only a 
head of department, seeing that she had ac- 
companied Nulma to the reception, and Lady 
Arthur might thus have known that she was to 
be considered as having the girl more or less 
under her charge. 

' I don*t suppose that Lady Arthur has much 
to do with it,' said poor Luce Ferryman from 
her sofa. Luce was a little thing with bright 
yellow hair, blue eyes, and a babyish freckled 
face. She was considered pretty, and was a 
nice, unaffected creature, sincerely anxious that 
NWma should look her best, and have a good 
time, even though she. Luce, might not share 
it^"^ ' The aide-de-camp keeps a list,' she went 
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on, * and puts the names down from the visiting- 
book, and settles it all — at least, that was how 
it used to be in the Randals* time. Victor 
Degraves told me so, and the Acting Governor s 
son ought to know/ 

'That may be for the balls and big dinners,' 
said Mrs. Ferryman ; ' but a dinner-party with 
only a fortnight*s notice — and asking a young 
girl not even properly come out ! That means 
something particular ; you may be sure the 
aide-de-camp has had nothing to do with it.* 

' Mr. Goodeve is a Minister, you know, 
mamma ; and I suppose Ntilma is asked because 
she has no mother to go instead of her.* 

* Ministers take their regular turns at the big 
dinners. As if you should know more about it 
than your mother, Luce! Do stop arguing. 
And about your dress, Niilma. Tm sorry your 
father and Mr. Van Vechten don't approve of 
what I suggested ; and I can't say that I think 
Mr. Van Vechten has any right to interfere — 
noWy at any rate. But V\\ do as your father 
wishes, and go with you to Miss Orr s. You 
are a lucky girl ; and I wonder when Luce will 
be told that she may get a dress made at Miss 
Orr*s and the bill paid without a grumble.^ 
Not till it comes to being her wedding-gown, 
and she's likely to wait a good while for that — 
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lying here, with Mr. Clayton charging a guinea 
each for two visits a week.' 

Luce began to cry, and to moan that it 
wasn't her fault that she had hurt her back and 
cost so much in doctor's fees, and Nillma got 
indignant. 

' Oh, Mrs. Ferryman, it is too bad for you to 
go and make things harder for poor Luce ! 
Perhaps when Dr. Clayton sends in his bill he'll 
lump the visits, and they won't be a guinea 
each, after all ; and it's bad enough for Luce to 
see me going to parties and getting dresses and 
things when we were to have come out together, 
without grinding it into her worse. Though I'm 
sure she needn't be sorry about the dinner,' 
Nulma went on. ' You're quite certain there's 
nothing else, Mrs. Ferryman ? I'm to mind 
and eat the fish with my fork and a bit of 
bread' — in those days fish-knives had not 
reached Leichardt's Land — ' and I'm not to use 
a knife to the oyster patties ; and I'm to be 
sure and not take cheese. Don't ladles ever 
eat cheese at dinner-parties, Mrs. Ferryman? 
Luckily, I don't like it ; but it must be hard on 
you, for you do enjoy your cheese and porter 
when you're at home.' 

* In my young days,' said Mrs. Ferryman — 
* and I was accustomed to lead a visiting' life in 
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England, Nulma — it would have been con- 
sidered as indelicate for a young lady to eat 
cheese in a low dress as to ride in a hansom- 
cab. Manners may have changed, and to look 
at Lady Arthur one would suppose they had ; 
but it*s safer to keep to the old rules.' 

'Well, I think I shall remember all that,* 
said Niilma. 'And when we get to the door, 
I'm to hang back and let all the married ladies 
go first. I should have done that, anyhow.' 

'And if there's asparagus, Nulma,' continued 
Mrs. Ferryman, in conscientious exhortation, 
' you'd better let it pass, though it's a delicious 
vegetable. Asparagus is awkward to manage 
with one's fork ; and though I have seen ladies 
lift it up by the stalk, I cannot think that looks 
elegant, and there's always a risk of spilling the 
butter on one's dress.' 

Niilma nodded. 

' I shall say " No, thank you," when the 
asparagus comes round.' 

' And you'll notice everything, Niilma,* said 
poor Luce, ' so that you can describe it to me 
exactly afterwards.' 

Niilma nodded again. 

' And if you can get hold of a menu-card, 
you'll bring it back for me ?* said Mrs. Perry- 
man. 
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'Yes — yes. And one thing I do promise 
you, Luce : I shall get hold of some of the 
sweeties or dried fruits if there are any, and you 
shall have your share of the dinner to eat while 
I'm telling you all about it. You won't miss 
anything, for 111 remember just how everyone 
is dressed, and how the table is fixed, and all 
that Lady Arthur says. I do wish you could 
have seen Lady Arthur.' 

* She's lovely, isn't she. Lulu ?* 

' Lovely isn't the word. I can't describe her 
any way ; only she seems to have come out of a 
picture. I'm sure I have seen one like hen 
Yes ; I know. Do you remember Henrietta 
Maria in Miss Strickland's "Lives"? Well, 
she has a long, thin nose, and a sad, queer 
look in her eyes, like Henrietta Maria.' 

' I'm sure I can't see that Henrietta Maria 
was so very pretty,' objected Luce. 

' Not pretty — pretty, that is, like you, Luce, 
or me, or Miss Degraves ; but with a story in 
her face. That's better than being pretty. 
Lady Arthur has a story in her face.' 

' Well, for my part,' observed Mrs. Ferryman, 
with asperity — she had not taken to Lady 
Arthur, who she thought had slighted her — * I 
shouldn't care for a daughter of mine to read 
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I 

that kind of story. Lady Arthur's story is one ] 

of flirtations and fast goings-on I feel pretty i 

sure ; and I should say, from all I hear, that 
the new Chief Justice made up a long chapter 
of it; 
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CHAPTER VII. 

NtTLMA's FIRST DINNER-PARTY. 

Van Vechten's hopes and half-prophecy were 
not realized, for Nulma was given to the aide- 
de-camp to take in to dinner, and he, to his 
annoyance, was entrusted with Miss Degraves. 
Caroline Dfigraves was a young lady who 
was usually spoken of as a * pretty girl,' though 
the epithet was hardly appropriate, either to 
her style of good looks or to her years. Though 
certainly a * girl ' in the general sense, in 
Australia, where women age rapidly, she would 
almost have been classed as an old maid had 
she not managed to retain an extremely youthful 
appearance, and, though nearly thirty, to look 
not more than twenty. This was due, perhaps, 
to a knack she had of putting on her clothes 
effectively, so that, as Mrs. Ferryman remarked 
with approbation, 'she always looked stylish.' 
She was tall and dark, with very brilliant eyes, 

8 



Digitized by 



Google 



ii4 NtJLMA 

abundant hair, which she dressed fashionably, 
clear-cut, determined features, and a sweet and 
especially distinct enunciation, without a trace 
of the Australian drawl. As a matter of fact, 
she was not a genuine Australian, having come 
out to Sydney when she was six years old. 

From the prominent position her father 
occupied, she held her head high, and none of 
the offers she had so far received had found 
favour in her sight. These had been mostly 
from squatters, more or less well-to-do, but not 
wealthy enough to assure her against the rough- 
nesses of Bush life. She had a horror of being 
buried in the Bush, and had frankly told her 
last suitor that she did not intend her happiness 
to be dependent upon the rise and fall of the 
wool market or a visitation of pleuro- pneumonia. 
The last suitor was a squatter from the Northern 
district, who was also a member of the Legis- 
lative Assembly. His name was Justin Blaize, 
and he presented a great contrast to Miss 
Degraves, being small, and red, and a little 
rough in his manners. But he was of good 
family, which counted for a great deal in the 
Degraves' eyes ; and, moreover, he was limply 
pertinacious, and would not take ' No * for an 
answer, having for the last three years renewed 
his addresses regularly each session. He, too, 
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was at the Government House dinner, by the 
perversity of fate, seated at Nulma s other side, 
and opposite the object of his affections. This 
was not the fault of Captain Textor, the aide- 
de-camp, who had made himself duly acquainted 
with the situation, and would have liked to 
make everybody happy. But Lady Arthur 
had had her voice in the arrangement of the 
guests, and had insisted that they should be 
thus disposed, partly out of a whimsical con- 
trariety, partly because she wanted the Chief 
Justice beside herself, and a different sorting 
did not well admit of this, and partly because, 
as she observed, she wanted to begin her deal 
with a fresh shuffle of the cards. 

Lady Arthur had Mr. Degraves on her right 
and the Chief Justice on her left hand. To him 
had been awarded the wife of a prominent 
member, the leader of the Opposition. Politics 
were represented only by this gentleman, Mr. 
Blaize, and the Minister of Mines, and the party 
was considered to be quite unofficial. Mrs. 
Degraves sat next the Governor, the Opposition 
lady at his other side, and the rest in due 
order. 

Nulma was not happy. A big plant of 
maidenhair intervened between her and Van 
Vechten, upon whom she had counted to tell 

8—2 
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her whether she was behaving properly. She 
had not realized till then what a stay and 
support he was in all her difficulties, and re- 
flected vaguely amid the perplexities occasioned 
by her multifarious wine-glasses, forks, and an 
unintelligible menu, that, on the whole, it might 
be a nice thing to be safely married to * Uncle 
Van,' and to have secured him as a permanent 
protector. It was at this moment that, happen- 
ing to glance towards Lady Arthur, she caught 
Kenweird s gaze fixed upon her, and derived 
the same warm sense of comfort from it as 
when Van Vechten did her a kindness that 
specially pleased her. No, not the same, for 
this gave her a thrill of emotion quite different 
— an emotion, if, indeed, the undefinable feeling 
could be given so definite a name^ hitherto un- 
known to Niilma ; and she returned the smile, 
and blushed, while her brown eyes shot a gleam 
which made her look, he thought, more beautiful 
than any woman he had ever seen. There was 
a vividness, a fearless and yet confiding inno- 
cence, an extraordinary freshness and purity in 
this girl, such as he had never in his life beheld 
in any other young girl. And her colouring — 
the brown eyes, the apricot bloom, the tawny 
hair, and those absolutely childish red lips, 
parting to show the gleam of white teeth — it 
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was unequalled. How he would b'ke to paint 
her ! He glanced sideways at Margot Keefe's 
long, narrow face, with its set fascinating smile 
and its indescribable exotic look, her sinuous 
throat and dazzlingly white and well-formed 
neck and shoulders, every curve and expression 
telling of a woman in the early maturity of 
beauty and experienced charm, and mentally 
contrasted her with the young girl. But Margot 
Keefe was still very dear to him, and dearer 
because for the last week he had seen little of 
her, and had been harassed and perplexed by 
certain small difficulties of his new position, 
which under any other circumstances he would 
have brought to her, counting upon her 
sympathy and solace. She, too, had been a 
little harassed and perplexed by social diffi- 
culties, and she had been tormented by that 
new guilty consciousness, and by a lately-born 
terror of her husband. Terror is not too strong 
a word ; she exaggerated each fresh phase of 
feeling after the manner of sensitive, somewhat 
morbidly-inclined and neurotic women, so that 
with her imagination swiftly prefigured the 
worst possible reality. Lord Arthur had never 
before presented himself to her under dramatic 
conditions, and that suppressed passion in him, 
which had shown itself again the other day, in 
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spite of his half-promise, in another appeal to 
her wifely tenderness, and in more hints of 
jealousy that might spur him to an undreamed- 
of violence, filled her with frightened distrust of 
everything round hen She suspected a spy in 
the orderly who had followed them upon the 
only occasion when she had ridden with the 
Chief Justice, and in Lord Arthur's most 
careless question found a desire to entrap her. 
He had been dull and morose, and here she 
saw a sign of vengeance brooding. And in the 
ten days which had elapsed since that last scene, 
she had got to hate her husband with an 
intensity that seemed to deepen in proportion 
as her intercourse with Outram Kenward 
dwindled into a conventional interchange of 
civilities, for she had been afraid to see him 
alone in her own sitting-room. The few times 
when he had called and she had been talking to 
him in the drawing-room, Lord Arthur had by 
accident or design strolled in upon them, and 
had lingered round, preventing any sort of 
unembarrassed conversation. She was in an 
odd reckless mood, and it was when she 
noticed how Kenward looked at Niilma, and 
how Lord Arthur's eyes seemed constantly bent 
towards her end of the table, that a desperate 
scheme dawned upon her — a scheme for testing 
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Kenward's fidelity, and for dispelling any sus- 
picions that might lurk in Lord Arthur s mind. 
To be sure, the scheme involved an exquisite 
self-torture, but she was in the mood to find a 
morbid pleasure even in torturing herself. She 
said in a low voice to Kenward : 

* That little girl is quite astonishingly pretty. 
The painters at home would rave about her 
colouring. Doesn't it make you want to get 
out your tubes and brushes and engage her as 
a model ?' 

* I am afraid our good friend the Minister of 
Mines, who objects to her appearing unveiled 
in Victoria Street, would hardly consent to hire 
her out at eighteenpence an hour,* replied 
Kenward lightly. ' I confess, however, to the 
temptation ; but I must drop all that kind of 
dilettantism now.' 

* You'd have been a very good artist if you 
had had to earn your living that way,* she said 
in a tone of impartial criticism. ' I don't see 
why you should give it up. The last Chief 
Justice, I learn, occupied his hours of leisure in 
catching butterflies for a collection which they 
have put in the museum. I don't see why you 
shouldn't employ yours in laying the founda- 
tion of a Leighardt's Land Art Gallery.' 

'With your portrait as a pendant to Lady 
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Randal's, which might be removed from the 
waiting-room of the Girls' Industrial College.' 

' No, thank you. I don't mean to follow in 
Lady Randal's footsteps. My patronage of 
the Girls' Industrial College will be purely 
nominal. I shall strike upon a more original 
plan of philanthropy. But seriously,' she went 
on, • I wish you would make a study of Niilma 
Goodeve — for me. You can present the 
Minister of Mines with the original, and do 
me a replica.' 

' I think there would be some difficulties in 
the way,' he answered. 

'Oh, I'll manage it for you; we'll ask her 
here and arrange a studio. A birthday present 
to the father it should be. I'm going to make 
friends with the child. Don't you think I shall 
be improved by companionship with such 
youthful innocence i^' 

He looked at her silently, and turned his 
head away without speaking. Presently he 
said, during a louder buzz round them : 

* I don't think you are quite yourself to-night, 
somehow. And how is it that I have seen 
nothing of you for such ages ? When may I 
come ?' 

' Oh, come to luncheon some day,' she said 
aloud, smiling conventionally. ' I must think 



Digitized by 



Google 



NtJLMA'S FIRST DINNER-PARTY 121 

what we are doing. Will Tuesday suit you? 
I'll ask Miss Goodeve, and lay the first stone of 
our friendship/ she added in a lower tone. 

* I would rather ' he began ; and then 

there was a sudden lull, and Mr. Degraves 
turned interrogatively to Lady Arthur with a 
view to a fresh start in conversation. 

* Thank you ; I shall be delighted/ said Ken- 
ward, also conventionally ; and he, too, applied 
himself to his legitimate partner. 

Niilma's two neighbours seemed slightly 
preoccupied. Mr. Blaize was naturally a good 
deal absorbed in his efforts to catch glimpses of 
Miss Degraves through the fronds of maiden- 
hair, and to overhear fragments of her conver- 
sation with Mr. Van Vechten. He was not 
well up in Leichardt's Town gossip, and could 
never get over an unreasoning jealousy of the 
man whom it was currently known Lady 
Randal had designed for her friend. Then, he 
had never met Nulma before, and though, like 
everybody else, he was struck by her beauty, 
he was shy, and the young girl did not help 
him along. 

Captain Textor admired the Australian girl 
enormously also, but was not at liberty to in- 
dulge in such admirations too freely, his heart 
being engaged in England. Moreover, he 
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took his duties as aide-de-camp very seriously, 
and was all the time eager to glean information 
from the talk around which might help him 
in steering safely through social quicksands. 
Already there was discussion about the invi- 
tations to the Birthday ball, many people 
having been left out who at the beginning of 
the Randals' reign were not naturally included 
in the list, but who had risen in the world 
since, and would now be greatly aggrieved 
were they not bidden. Captain Textor had 
the matter terribly on his mind. He was tall, 
thin, well-bred-looking, but rather finicking, 
with a beautiful moustache and easy manners. 
He had plenty of small-talk, but it was not of 
the kind Nulma understood, and when he dis- 
coursed upon the possibilities of getting up a 
cotillon at the ball, taking it for granted that 
she knew all about cotillons and such-like, she 
showed her ignorance of the things that be so 
plainly that before long his interest flagged, 
and, for all her prettiness, he said to himself 
that she was dull, badly dressed, and * out of it.' 
In this judgment as regards her dress, he 
showed himself to be a commonplace young 
man of fashion, whose womankind must be 
attired according to the latest Paris model, or, 
in his sense, are not dressed at all. Captain 
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Textor was an authority on women's gowns, 
and could tell one exactly how much stuff would 
be required for a fashionable skirt, and who 
was the London tailor or milliner who would 
turn a lady out properly. Nulma was not at 
all properly turned out, in his estimation. The 
prohibition on * jangles and frippery ' had, 
happily, crippled the exuberance of Miss Orr s 
fancy, and had resulted in somewhat severe 
folds of drapery, which, under the circumstances, 
was the best possible result that could have 
been achieved. So, at any rate, thought those 
better judges, Mr. Kenward and Lady Arthur, 
the first with keen artistic satisfaction, the last 
with a pang of envy and mortification. 

As Nulma sat silent or monosyllabic, seeing 
clearly that she did not come up to Captain 
Textor s standard, and feeling a want of sym- 
pathy on the part of her two neighbours, she 
reflected that she would not, after all, have 
anything very exciting to tell at Wirrib about 
the dinner, and bethought herself of the menu 
for Mrs. Ferryman, which she had no difficulty 
in abstracting, and of her promise to take 
back some sweetmeats for Luce. There were 
plenty of French bonbons, chocolates, and other 
goodies on the table, and Nulma heaped her 
plate liberally and nibbled slowly at one or two, 
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causing Captain Textor to wonder how she 
would get through the supply before Lady 
Arthur's signal. 

Lady Arthur caught Mrs. Degraves* eye 
without any elaborate preparation. Captain 
Textor s head was turned, and Niilma saw her 
opportunity, and, as she rose, swept the plate- 
ful of bonbons into her handkerchief, which 
she crumpled together under her fan. She 
would have made her exit composedly had she 
not in her nervousness managed, as she turned, 
to catch the toe of one shoe on the heel of the 
other, so that the shoe was hopelessly launched 
some distance under the table. NWma sat 
down again, and tried to fish it out, but in vain, 
and her agonized whisper across the table, 
' Uncle Van, my shoe ! please get it for me,' 
fell on unheeding ears, for Mr. Van Vechten 
was in the act of pushing back Miss Degraves' 
chair, so that she might pass in the wake of 
her mother. 

' Have you dropped anything ? Can I look 
for you ? Your fan — your gloves ? No, I see 
they're all right,' said Captain Textor, pushing 
back Niilma's chair also ; and the girl, too shy 
to confess that she had lost her shoe, hobbled 
out, the last of the party of ladies, red, ashamed, 
but keeping presence of mind enough to thrust 
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the handkerchief with Luce's bonbons into her 
pocket before she took her seat close by the 
door in the drawing-room. 

No one noticed her mishap. The first fire 
of the season had been lighted — it was the 
middle of April — and the ladies were fluttering 
round it, and Mrs. Degraves was compliment- 
ing Lady Arthur upon the way in which she 
had placed the sofa at an angle with the 
chimney, and upon having banished the big 
central ottoman to a remote distance from the 
chandelier. 

' I wish I could banish the chandelier, too,' 
said Lady Arthur, 'though, I suppose, it is 
high treason to say so, if Lady Randal liked it 
there.' 

' Dear Lady Randal !' murmured Mrs. De- 
graves. ' We had only one fault to find with 
her. She did not understand how to make a 
room cosy. But I suppose the Queen can't 
utter treason against herself. Lady Arthur; 
and the Governor should be in the same posi- 
tion in Government House, shouldn't he ?' 

' But, then, I am not the Governor,' replied 
Lady Arthur, 'though he is good enough to 
let me have my own way with the chairs and 
tables. And as to his being a despot in his 
own colony — well, 1 wonder what the Ministers 
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would say if the Governor ordered the Botani- 
cal Gardens to be cut down and replanted, or 
insisted on a domiciliary inspection of all the 
houses, and the measuring out of the water- 
supply to each. That was what he had to do 
in Farnesia, which is a Crown colony, you 
know, when the reservoir threatened to dry up/ 

* I am afraid that his Excellency will find a 
difference between a Crown colony and a Con- 
stitutional Government/ said the wife of the 
Leader of the Opposition, who was a sharp, 
thin-lipped lady, priding herself upon a tem- 
pered Jacobinism as regards political principles. 
*A Constitution does not stand being inter- 
fered with/ 

* I am sure that the Governor found that out 
at Farnesia, though it was a Crown colony,' 
said Lady Arthur, laughing — * in the personal 
sense, I mean. His constitution hasn*t got 
over being confined within a space of eleven 
square miles and living according to the tender 
mercies of a native cook. Oh, Miss Goodeve, 
you are quite out in the cold. Won't you come 
and drink your coffee near the fire ?' 

The butler had just come in with the coffee- 
pot, and the footman had nearly brushed over 
Nulma as she sat forlorn, her unshod foot tucked 
well under her skirt She had decided to take 
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the butler into her confidence, since he looked 
like a family man, but was picturing her shoe 
handed across the room to her on a silver salver, 
and wondering how she could bear the disgrace 
if it should happen before the gentlemen ; and 
then it flashed across her that she might write 
a little note and ask the butler to deliver it to 
Van Vechten, who would find her shoe and 
bring it to her unobserved. 

* No ; you really mustn't stop there in the 
cold,* persisted Lady Arthur, and Niilma was 
obliged to get up and limp forward. 

*Why, you are lame!' cried Lady Arthur. 
* What has happened ? 

' I have lost my shoe ; it fell off under the 

table,* proclaimed Nulma, with the boldness 

of desperation, putting out a very slender 

stockinged foot. * Please, could it be brought 

. to me ?* 

Miss Degraves laughed a little ill-naturedly, 
but Lady Arthur took the occurrence quite as 
a natural thing to have happened at a dinner- 
party. 

* Of course. Carson, you will have Miss 
Goodeve's shoe found as soon as the gentle- 
men have left the table, and bring it to her, 
please, in the boudoir. My dear child, what 
it is to have a Cinderella foot, from which shoes 
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drop off incontinently ! Do se6 how tiny it is ; 
and Miss Goodeve is taller even than you or I, 
Miss Degraves ! I am glad, anyhow, that we 
have not to go through the ordeal of trying on 
the slipper. Certainly none of us would get 
the Prince.' 

* Which is the Prince ?' asked Miss Degraves 
in her sweet incisive voice, as she put up her 
long-handled eyeglass and inspected Niilma, who 
had not yet been introduced to her. 

* Surely you must know a great deal better 
than I,' said Lady Arthur, her tone just sug- 
gesting playful malice. ' I am a stranger in 
Leichardts Land. I can't think of anyone 
answering to the description but Mr. Van 
Vechten. They call him the merchant-prince 
here, don't they ?' 

Miss Degraves was silenced ; with a little 
laugh she turned away. 

'How do you do, my dear ?' said Mrs. De- 
graves, holding out her hand to Ntilma. * I 
did not recognise you at first, not expecting to 
meet you at a grown-up party. It's your first, 
isn't it ? and you must feel a little shy, don't 
you?' 

*Yes,' replied Niilma; *but I shan't mind 
when I have got back my shoe.' 

* Come and sit by me,' Mrs. Degraves went 
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on ; ' and tell me who is going to chaperon you 
at the Birthday ball/ 

* No, no !* exclaimed Lady Arthur. * Poor 
child! she shall not be made to blush before 
everyone when Carson retrieves the slipper. 
Come into the little room, my dear ; I want to 
show you a portrait which was made of me, by 
a gentleman whom you know.* 

She put her arm within Nulma's, and swept 
her along through a half-curtained archway 
as the gentlemen's voices sounded from the 
hall 

*The men are coming back, and you will 
have your shoe in a moment. Tell me, what 
do you think of it ?* 

She pointed to a kit-cat portrait of herself in 
oils which stood upon a draped easel near the 
doorway. The work had evidently been a 
labour of love, and Lady Arthur s difficult, 
somewhat feline kind of charm had been 
happily caught and depicted. Niilma looked 
from the portrait to the original and back again. 
Lady Arthur seemed younger in the picture, 
more tender and more contented. There was 
something in the painted smile which the living 
smile lacked. Nevertheless, it was an admirable 
likeness. 

' Well T asked Lady Arthur. 
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* I think it is very beautiful,' answered NMma 
slowly, * and it is very like you/ 

' It was Mr. Ken ward who painted it — your 
new Chief Justice. We are very old friends, 
and he did that — oh, ever so long ago. Now, 
dear child, Tm going to tell you why I wanted 
you to see it, and to ask a favour of you at the 
same time.' 

* A favour !* Niilma repeated. 

* It s this way. Mr. Ken ward has a great 
desire to paint you. Of course the picture 
would be your own — to give to your father if 
you pleased, and if he liked it ; to destroy if he 
did not like it.' 

* I think that would be impossible,' said 
Nulma. * But I can't imagine why Mr. Ken- 
v/ard should want to paint me.' 

* Hasn't anyone ever told you that your 
colouring is just what artists dream about, and 
hardly ever come across in real life. Do me 
an immense kindness — for with your permission 
I am promised a small replica— and allow Mr. 
Ken ward to make your picture.' 

'Why, of course I should be very glad,' 
answered Nulma, 'Why should I not.-^ It is 
Mr. Ken ward and you, too, that are doing me 
the kindness — and daddy as w^ll But if I 
give dad the picture, there will be nothing for 
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Mr. Kenward to make up to him for his 
trouble/ 

Lady Arthur did not answer. She was 
looking at Nulma in a way that puzzled and 
rather embarrassed the young girl. Suddenly 
she said : 

* Do you know, child, that you ought to be 
one of tha very happiest creatures on earth. 
You are young ; you are beautiful ; you are 
utterly free. Your whole life is before you to 
do what you choose with. I envy you ; you 
have got what I never had — never, never.' 

* Oh, Lady Arthur, how is it possible that I 
can be as beautiful as you are ! And what is 
my life in comparison with yours ! It seems to 
me that you have everything, and I nothing. 
How can it be that you envy me ?* 

All NWma's shyness went away as she 
replied, with eager, surprised eyes fastened 
upon Lady Arthur's face. A genuine ring of 
passion and regret in the elder woman's voice 
stirred the girl intensely. It seemed an echoing 
note from that far world of romance about 
which she was always, more or less consciously, 
dreaming. 

* You will understand that better when you 
are as old as I am,' returned Lady Arthur with 
a laugh. * Here is Carson with your shoe.' 

9—2 
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The butler entered by an inner door, bearing 
NWma's shoe, as she had pictured it, upon a 
silver salver, which he discreetly shaded with 
his other arm. 

* There ; now you are quite respectable 
again ; and you have a very pretty foot, and 
need not have been ashamed to exhibit it. I 
am going to tell Mr. Kenward that he can 
come and fix a day for the first sitting ; and I 
shall ask your father if he will let you lunch 
with me next Tuesday. Will you come ?' 

Niilma accepted the invitation, partly flattered, 
partly jarred by a certain note of patronage in 
Lady Arthur's manner, and at the moment 
peculiarly sensible of that vague mingling of 
antipathy and fascination which Lady Arthur 
had from the first produced in her. She was 
standing bewilderedly before the picture when 
Kenward, entering from the larger room, 
approached her. 
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CONFIDENCES. 

* Do you think I am good enough ?' he asked 
abruptly. 

* Good enough ?' 

' Why, to have the honour of painting your 
portrait ? Lady Arthur tells me that you 
consent. Thank you immensely.' 

' If your picture of me is only a quarter as 
splendid as this one, I shall be thanking you 
all the time instead,' said Nulma bluntly. * I 
wonder ' she stopped. 

* What was it you were going to say ?' 

*Oh, a stupid thing — I was only wondering 
why you should make so much fuss about 
doing my picture/ 

* I think I shall leave Lady Arthur to explain 
that,' he answered. * Perhaps she has already 
told you why I am so anxious to make a sketch 
of you. Has she ?' 
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* Lady Arthur said that you wanted to paint 
me because — oh, well, because you thought my 
colouring out of the common,' said Ntilma with 
unblushing candour. * But there must be so 
many girls in England ever so much better to 
paint than I am.' 

* Only we are not in England, you see. 
And so,' he went on, 'admiration is no 
novelty to you.' There was a shade of dis- 
appointment in his tone. • No doubt you have 
often been told that you are— excuse my 
putting it bluntly — very lovely.* 

Niilma seemed to reflect. 

* No, not often ; hardly at all. Without 
counting Lady Arthur this evening, I don't 
think anyone ever in the world told me so — 
except Uncle Van.' 

'Uncle Van!' 

' I mean Mr. Van Vechten.* 

* Oh ! You seem, anyhow, to have given him 
the right of plain speaking. But — Mr. Van 
Vechten is no relation to you. Why do you 
call him Uncle Van.^' 

' I don't know. Of course he's no relation ; 
but he's the best friend I have in the world.' 

' Miss Goodeve, would it be a great imperti- 
nence if I were to ask if you are going to marry 
Mr. Van Vechten ?' 
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* He won't give me the chance/ said Ntilma. 
* He thinks I am too young yet to know my 
own mind.' 

*That is very considerate of him. But no 
doubt before very long he will put the question 
seriously/ 

* No/ replied Nulma. ' I am quite sure that 
he will never ask me. I am to ask him instead. 
He is willing to marry me whenever I tell him 
that is what I wish. It is very devoted of 
him.' 

*Oh, the devotion! — that's easily taken for 
granted. Well, I suppose one should admit 
that the distinction is a magnanimous one.' 

* Don't let us talk about Uncle Van/ said 
Nulma, turning away from the picture. * There 
are so many other things.' 

Kenward gave a short laugh. He found 
something rather humorous in the situation ; 
and the thought glanced across his mind that 
a man very much in love with Ntilma need not 
entertain any jealous animosity towards Mr. 
Van Vechten. He pushed forward a low chair 
which stood in the shadow of the door-curtain 
and of a tree-fern in a green tub. 

* Won't you sit here ?' 

Nulma sat down without hesitation. She 
did not make the conventional objection that 
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she was staying too long away from the rest of 
the party ; and of this he was glad, though, to 
be sure, it was not to be expected that the 
owner of that face would put forth those 
commonplace airs and affectations which seem 
natural to the ordinary newly-fledged miss. As 
for NWma, the fortunate recovery of her shoe 
had quite relieved her from social embarrass- 
ments ; she was perfectly happy talking to the 
Chief Justice, and did not trouble herself at all 
as to what the people in the next room might 
be thinking of her. The babble of their talk 
floated in through the half-drawn curtains, and 
now and then words, phrases, and tones de- 
tached themselves from the general confusion 
of sound. Through all, Kenward was conscious 
of the hovering presence of Lady Arthur, and 
of frequent darting glances in his direction from 
between her narrowed lids, as she conversed 
painstakingly with the Leader of the Opposition, 
and did her duty by the ladies neglected of 
mankind. Sbmehow she seemed to contrive 
that her position should command that of 
Niilma and Kenward, and it was with a vague 
instinct of escape that he had put Nulma in 
the chair behind the tree-fern, and now placed 
himself near her, also in shadow. 

* I quite agree with you,' he said, ' that there 
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are things and people in the world more inter- 
esting than your friend Mr. Van Vechten. Let 
us talk about one of them instead — as you 
suggest/ 

'Oh, I didn't mean that,' cried the girl, 
smitten with compunction. 'There's no one 
anywhere so good as Uncle Van.' 

'Very likely. But some good people are 
more attractive as subjects of conversation than 
other good people, though, as far as moral worth 
goes, they may be equal. For example. Miss 
Goodeve, I should be more interested in talking 
to you of yourself than of Mr. Van Vechten. 
And there's a question I am longing to ask you, 
if you don't mind.* 

* I shan't mind. What is it ?' 

' Where did you get your pretty, uncommon 
name — Nulma? It sounds Eastern. Nulma! 
Nourmahal ! I could think of others like it. 
But I've never heard yours before. Please tell 
me about your name.' 

' It's the blacks' word for a snake,' she 
answered ; 'and I was called Niilma because of 
a terribly sad thing which happened when I 
was a tiny baby.' 

' May I hear, or would it be too painful ?' 

' Oh no ; I was only a few days old. Of 
course, I can't feel about it as daddy does. It's 
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because of that I've no mother, and no brother 
nor sister. They all died then/ 

'Mother, brother, and sister/ he repeated; 
' they could not all have been killed by a snake- 
bite. How can that be ? 

* My baby brother and sister died from the 
bite of a snake. Y\\ tell you.* Nulma folded 
her hands with the responsible air of one about 
to make a narration, and he leaned a little 
closer to her. 'You have never been out 
West,' she said. * Of course not yet. But 
perhaps you will go some day, and then you'll 
see the great, great plains, and the brigalow 
scrubs, and the carriers' drays. Daddy was a 
carrier out West before he found the Goodeve 
Consolation Reef and got rich. He was only 
a working man, you know.' 

' No ; I did not know.' 

* We don't mind in the least,' said Nulma, 
with a little drawing back of her body which 
amused liim, as betraying her secret thought ; 
* though I have no doubt the Degraves and 
other people look down upon us for it' 

' Isn't that an unwarranted assumption, 
rather ?' 

'Well, we can't all be English, and — like 
Lady Arthur Keefe,' Ntilma exclaimed. 

'No, of course ; there's no reason why you 
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should ; and, besides, you are much better as 
you are.' 

*Oh, no, no! Td like to be like that Mr. 
Kenward, I wasn't telling the truth,' she cried 
in a burst of candour. ' I do mind. It's mean 
of me to pretend that I don't. Not the being 
a carrier's daughter ; and if daddy could be 
changed into a great English lord to-morrow, 
I would not have it done. I wouldn't have 
him a bit different. But I do mind being out- 
side all the things that are English and beautiful 
and refined. Though "plenty poor cobra be- 
longing to me," as the blacks say ;' and she 
touched her forehead with a laugh, * and though 
I am dreadfully badly educated, I do read about 
those English sort of things.* 

' Ah, in novels, I suppose ? 

* Yes. Though dad doesn't much care about 
my reading novels, or Uncle Van either ; but 
Luce Ferryman lends them to me. Her mother 
subscribes to the library in Victoria Street. 
Oh, I'd give anything to go to England, so 
that I might see the places they describe! 
And I'm always wishing that I could meet the 
people in real life, the people who belong to 
books.' 

* Perhaps you wouldn't recognise them,' said 
Kenward dryly ; ' or if you did, you wouldn't 
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find them as delightful as you imagine them 
to be/ 

*Yes, I should. I recognised Lady Arthur. 
She comes out of a book ' 

' And you find her delightful ?' 

Nulma hesitated. 

' I don't know. She is strange — she is very 
kind. She says things that no one else ever 
said ; she is just a bit of that world to which I 
don't belong. Can you understand ?* 

' Yes, I think I understand. But you ex- 
aggerate the importance of that world, and your 
own position towards it/ 

'Well, never mind.' 

* Yes ; never mind. Now, tell me more of 
those early days ; I can't describe to you how 
deeply it all interests me.' 

*Well,' she began again, 'daddy was a 
carrier. He used to carry wool from the 
stations to Port Victoria, and take back rations. 
Often he would be weeks on the road — some- 
times stopped for days in one place. There 
would be floods, or the bullocks would knock 
up, and he'd have to spell them a bit. There 
was no other house for us but the bullock dray. 
Mr. Kenward, I was born under a bullock 
dray ;' and she gave him one of her quick, deer- 
like looks. 
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*Were you, really? That is very curious. 
Go on, Miss Niilma.' 

* I don't remember living on the bullock dray 
myself; but I've seen them out West, when I 
was eight or nine, coming in — whole strings of 
them. Such huge things, loaded ever so high 
with bales of wool, quite flat on the top, with a 
sort of tilt, and a mattress laid under It, where 
the wife and children would sit. They would 
have a ladder to go up and down by. Often 
there would be two or three goats behind the 
dray, to give milk for the babies. At night, 
when they camped, the mattresses would be 
brought down and laid under the dray, and 
that s where the family would sleep.' 

Kenward looked at this very child of Nature 
wondering, as he pictured her cradled in a 
bullock dray, her babyhood passed on the top of 
the wool-bales, with only a sheet of canvas to 
shut out the high heavens. He felt an odd 
glow of pleasure in the fact that she was — as 
she was. Nulma went on, encouraged by the 
eagerness in his eyes : 

* We were camping at a place where there 
was a waterhole, spelling the bullocks, and 
waiting for my mother to get strong. I was 
just the tiniest thing then, you know. Daddy 
fixed the mattress on the ground under the 
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dray, and spread blankets at one end for the 
other little boy and girl. He has told me all 
about it, poor dad ! My mother must have 
been a very nice woman, Mr. Kenward, I've 
often thought, for him to be so devoted to her 
memory.' 

* I am quite certain she must have been that,' 
said the Chief Justice decidedly. 

' The first night daddy and mother were 
wakened up by a sort of cry from the little boy. 
Daddy went to take him up ; they cuddled him, 
and the little fellow got quite quiet and drowsy, 
and very soon died. Did you know, Mr. Ken- 
ward, that a snake s bite gives you an electric- 
shock sort of pain — just for a minute ?* 

* No ; I had never heard.' 

* Yes. Daddy Wcis bitten once, he told me.' 
*A snake had bitten the poor litde chap?' 

said Kenward. 

' Yes ; but they did not know it then. They 
saw nothing — never thought of its being a 
snake. Daddy said they fancied he had eaten 
some poisonous berries that grew about there. 
Well, next night exactly the same thing hap- 
pened, and the little girl died. Then, as daddy 
moved the blankets, he saw a black snake, and 
he found that he had laid the children to sleep 
exactly over a snake's hole.' 
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'Good Godr ejaculated Kenward. * And 
your poor mother ?* 

• Mother went quite out of her mind, daddy 
said. She got queer fancies — all about snakes, 
fairy stories she had read, and blacks' super- 
stitions mixed up. Did I tell you we had a 
half-caste woman, with a picaninny, for a sort of 
nurse ? Dad saved her from the camp when 
they were going to knock her over the head 
with a nuUa-nuUa. She used to talk blacks' 
language to the children. Daddy told me 
mother kept repeating things she had heard the 
gin say, and she would point to me, and call 
out, "Nulma, Ntilma!" She made dad get a 
Prayer-book and a billyful of water, and 
christen me himself — out there in the Bush. 
She had a superstitious notion that if I was 
called Niilma snakes would not touch me. And 
it preyed upon her that the baby-girl had died 
unbaptized. That's how it is.' 

NMma stopped. 

* And your mother died ? said Kenward. 

' Yes ; on the top of the bullock dray. She 
would insist on being lifted up there ; and that's 
where she died, lying on the wool-bales. She's 
buried in the Bush with the two children. Dad 
had the place railed in, and a stone put. I was 
christened properly after that — at Mr. Latham's 
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station. He was my godfather, and Mrs. 
Latham and the storekeeper's wife were my 
two godmothers. Of course, dad had to keep 
the name my mother chose ; and so I am 
Nulma. After all, it is not an ugly name, is it, 
Mr. Kenward ?' 

* I think it is a beautiful name,' he answered. 

* But I wish it didn't mean just what it does. 
A snake — ^horrible ! How I loathe the sight of 
a snake ! Try to forget that " Nulma " means 
that, or you'll be associating me always with 
something horrible.' 

* I'll remember always that '* Nulma " means 
-T-you,' said Kenward ; * and then the word can 
only bring me a most sweet and poetic asso- 
ciation/ 

' But you can't associate me with myself,' 
said the girl, laughing; 'that would be non- 
sense. Think of something Australian and 
poetic, and imagine that it is called Nulma.' 

Kenward got up, looked round the room, 
and seemed to consider. Niilma watched him 
with a certain child-like curiosity and pleasure. 
He took a bit of stephanotis out of a vase and 
examined it, then put it back again. 

* Too exotic and suggestive,' he murmured. 
* Ah, I have it !' He turned to Ntilma. ' When 
does your own wattle come into bloom ?' 
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*At the end of August or beginning of 
September. Ever so long yet.' 

Kenward attacked another vase, in which 
was an abnormal second bloom — a trailing 
bough of Banksia roses. He broke off a spray 
of half-opened buds. 

* I think this will do— for the present. It is 
sweet, and if not pure Australian, it is, anyhow, 
poetic. Miss NWma, in August, with your per- 
mission, I will solemnly rechristen the wattle, 
which I shall henceforth regard as emblematic 
of you. In the meantime, allow me to offer 
you this as the nearest thing suitable.' 

She took the spray of roses, twisted it, 
smelt it, and stuck it into the belt of her 
frock. 

* How clever of you ! I always call the 
watde my flower, for I generally gather the 
first bit that's out on my birthday — the 
eighteenth of August. I shall be eighteen on 
the eighteenth of August.' 

* The eighteenth of August ; I shall not 
forget' 

* How did you come to know anything about 
our wattle ?* she asked. 

' They call it mimosa on the shores of the 
Mediterranean,' he answered. 'But it's genuine 
Australian, for all that.' 

10 
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He .became aware of a flutter of departure 
in the next room. Mrs. Degraves was saying 
good-night, and Lady Arthur was now standing 
near the curtains ; so was Mr. Van Vechten. 
Just then Mr. Goodeve s burly form approached. 

* Girlie/ he said, 'we've got to be going.* 
The portrait attracted him as he spoke. ' That's 
good !' he exclaimed ; ' it's uncommonly like.' 

Nulma burst into a laugh. 

* Dad, would you care to have a portrait of 
me painted by the person who painted that ?* 

' Why, yes,* said James Goodeve ; ' I 
shouldn't mind, if the price was any way 
reasonable. I suppose it s by one of the swell 
chaps in England ?' 

He turned to Ken ward. 

*Oh no,' said Kenward ; 'quite an un- 
known artist — an amateur of no pretensions 
whatever.' 

'Well,' said Goodeve, peering into the 
picture, ' I don't call myself a judge of paintings, 
seeing that I've had no opportunity of studying 
them — it isn't likely I should be ; but I know a 
good likeness, and I will say that's the very 
image of Lady Arthur. A little flattering, eh ?' 
— ^in an undertone — 'but I dare say she was 
younger when that was done. What's the 
mischief, missie ?* 
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* Nothing, dad/ Nulma stifled another laugh. 
* Come along ; Vm ready.' 

Kenward fell back. James Goodeve held 
out his red hand to his hostess, who had come 
near the group. 

* Well say good-night, Lady Arthur, and — 
IVe had a very pleasant evening. Thank you 
for being kind to my girl here.' 

* Tm so glad, Mr. Goodeve. You won't 
forget that you've promised your daughter to 
me for next Tuesday. I'm delighted that you 
like my portrait. I think the Governor's over 
there talking to Mr. Degraves and my husband.' 

Captain Textor, who had been hovering 
round, opening doors and conducting ladies to 
their wraps, made a movement to pilot them 
towards the Governor, who came forward as 
they approached. Niilma felt a little frightened 
of Colonel Burnside, who looked stiff, old and 
unapproachable. His severe courtesy awed 
her. In her nervousness she forgot. Luce's 
bonbons, fumbled for her gloves, pulled out her 
pocket-handkerchief, and started back with a 
cry of dismay — as the fondants and chocolates 
rained upon the carpet. The Governor peered 
down through his eyeglass. Captain Textor 
stooped and picked up the gloves, but left the 
bonbons, and Niilma, first pink, then pale, in 
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her confusion, as unconsciously she turned an 
appealing glance to her saviour, Van Vechten, 
met Kenward's amused eyes, and shrank as if 
a blow had been dealt her. She did not mind 
the others so much, but that he should laugh at 
her — should look upon her as a greedy school- 
girl, discovered in a vulgar theft upon the 
dinner-table ! Her lips trembled. She looked 
as though she were going to burst into tears. 

* Why, girlie,' said her father, * you shouldn*t 
steal the lollies, you know. Mrs. Ferryman 
will call that pretty manners. She is only a 
baby, your Excellency, and babies can't resist 
lollipops.* 

•They weren't for myself,' cried Niilma. * Oh, 
don't think that I should do it for myself ; but I 
promised poor Luce. She has hurt her back, 
and she can't come out now at the May ball, 
and she does so like chocolate creams, and I 
said I would bring her some from my first 
dinner-party. It's so hard for Luce to be lying 
there, seeing me dressed up and having fun, 
and to get nothing herself.' 

' Luce ?* said the Governor, a little perplexed 
by the whole scene. * Your sister, Miss Good- 
eve, who has had an accident ? I am sincerely 
sorry.' 

'Not her sister, your Excellency. Litde 
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Luce Ferryman — daughter of our neighbour, 
Penyman, of the Mines Department — b. great 
friend of my girlie's/ said James Goodeve. 
* Never mind the lollipops, NMma. His Ex- 
cellency will excuse you, Tm certain. So say 
good-night' 

' Your kind thought for your sick friend does 
you infinite credit, my dear young lady,' said 
the Governor, bowing over Ntilma's hand with 
stately courtesy. ' Pray give her my compli- 
ments, and tell her how much I regret her 
accident ; and you must take her some chocolate- 
creams from me. Textor, you'll see about it.' 

* Certainly, sir.* And Captain Textor rang 
the bell, and offered Niilma his arm ; and Lady 
Arthur came up and laughed kindly, and sent 
her regards to sick Luce, and they all covered 
poor N Alma's retreat in the kindest way pos- 
sible, Captain Textor at the last moment 
rushing down the steps to lay a little beribboned 
box by Niilma's side in the jingle which was 
to take the father and daughter back to the 
Bunyas. 

* With the Governor's compliments — straight 
from Paris,' he said, laughing. ' Good-night, 
Miss Goodeve.' 

'Well, NMma, so you've gone and done it 
now,' said James Goodeve, with his gruff. 
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tender laugh. ' No ; it's quite clear that my 
girl must have her manners polished a little 
better before she goes to another dinner-party 
at Government House/ 

* Oh, dad, it was dreadful ! First I lost my 
shoe under the table, and the butler brought 
it in on a silver tray. Then to drop Luce's 
sweets on the floor, and be found out like that ! 
How shall I ever face them again ?* 

James Goodeve roared with laughter. 

' Lost her shoe, did she, poor little Lulu ? I 
hadn't heard of that. And it was brought in 
on a silver salver ! Oh ! what am I to do with 
this girlie ?' 

* I don't know, dad.' 

' Have her taught manners, eh ? The worst 
of it is that I ain't a particularly smart hand at 
manners myself ; and if I was to be put on my 
oath. Lulu, I wouldn't swear that I hadn't dis- 
graced myself, too, at this very dinner-party. 
The queer dishes bothered me, and the flunkeys 
and wines, and all the rest of the dashed show. 
I tell you what it is, Lulu : though I've been in 
training for exhibition these last six or seven 
years, I believe I'd be more at home now over 
a billy of tea and a damper by the camp-fire 
than I am at this kind of flash set-out. I'm 
out of it, in the manners line, anyhow ; and all 
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Mrs. Ferryman's lectures don't seem to have 
come to much.* 

' No, dad' 

Niilma was silent for a long time, and James 
Goodeve fumbled about in the inner pocket of 
his overcoat, and at last produced a brown pipe 
and indiarubber pouch, carefully wrapped up in 
a red silk pocket-handkerchief, so that no 
odour of strong tobacco should pollute his 
evening-suit. He filled his pipe, lighted it, and 
began to smoke, rolling up the leather curtain 
on one side of the jingle, thus allowing the 
fumes to escape into the night. They were a 
good way beyond the Government House 
gates. The driver of the jingle whipped on 
his horse, and the clumsy vehicle clattered 
down Victoria Street, its noise .drowning the 
little disappointed sigh Niilma heaved, as she 
leaned sideways s^ainst the iron supports of 
the canopy, and gave herself up to meditation. 
She was thinking of Kenward. He had not 
joined in the little chorus of kind speeches 
and cordial good-nights which had followed 
upon her discomfiture, but had stood apart ; 
and Nulma flushed now, and shrank into her- 
self again, as she remembered the glance, half 
of fun, half of pity, which she had surprised in 
his eyes. He had not said good-night to her. 
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Had she disgusted him utterly ? Had he been 
waiting for her to put out her hand, or was it 
possible he had kept aloof from a wish not to 
add to her embarrassment ? No ; it was much 
more likely that he had not thought her worth 
troubling about — a greedy, forward creature, 
who was just amusing as a type of an Australian 
girl, without manners or education, but with 
hair, eyes, and complexion that would make a 
good study in yellows and browns. That was 
all he thought about. 

Nilma heaved a louder sigh, an ejaculation, 
rather, of self-discontent, and of a vague pain — 
pain such as she had never before in her life 
experienced. Her father heard the sigh, and, 
feeling for her hand, took it in his and fondled it. 

* Never mind. Lulu ! I was only chaffing. 
Who minds if a pretty girl drops her shoe and 
steals the lollipops ? It quite shook up the old 
Governor; and that was a pretty speech, 
wasn't it, now, that he made to you.^ We 
must be sure and give Luce his message. 
Come, don't be cast down, child. I can tell 
you they all cotton to you in a way that made 
your old dad as proud as Punch. YouVe to 
lunch with Lady Arthur on Tuesday. That's 
a taking woman — no nonsensical pride about 
her. Just you watch her ways, and you won't 
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need to go to Mrs. Ferryman's for lessons in 
manners/ 

It was clear that Lady Arthur had taken 
pains to be agreeable to the Minister of Mines 
— clear, also, that Goodeve's faith in Mrs. 
Ferryman as a social authority had been a 
little shaken. 

NWma was silent. She reflected that the 
driver, with whom they were sitting back to 
back, might perhaps hear what they were 
saying, though the breeze from the river blew 
her father's words away in front of them into 
the night ; and, besides, she had an odd, mixed 
feeling about Lady Arthur — about many other 
things connected with the dinner-party — which 
she knew instinctively her father would never 
understand. Goodeve went on fondling his 
child's hand, but somehow, for the very first 
time in Niilma's life, his touch irritated rather 
than soothed her. She was disagreeably aware 
of the bony protuberances, the shaggy hairs, 
the enlarged joints, of her father's hand, and 
had a sudden vision of Kenward's long, smooth, 
artistic fingers. The contrast between the two 
hands seemed typical of the immense gulf 
which divided her own being, her circumstances 
and upbringing from those of the men and 
women with whom she had just parted — the 
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four men and the one woman who made up the 
Government House family. That first faint 
sense of jar between herself and her father 
gave the girl the keenest pain. She did not 
understand it ; she only felt it. With a little 
wriggling movement she withdrew her hand, 
and, catching at her belt, drew out the spray of 
drooping buds Kenward had given her. Their 
faint fragrance half angered, half thrilled her. 
It recalled that speech of his, that she had her- 
self provoked, in which he had given her for 
her emblem the wattle flower. Oh, well, it 
was a very appropriate comparison, she thought 
bitterly. His rejection of the stephanotis as 
* too exotic and suggestive * — she recalled his 
murmured words — suddenly took an un- 
suspected and humiliating meaning. She was 
just a bit of wild Bush wattle — a weed, pretty 
in its way, nice to paint, perhaps, but only a 
weed. Not the sort of flower to decorate a 
drawing-room, or to be placed in such bouquets 
as he might offer to Lady Arthur Keefe. A 
weed that would just make a pretty picture, 
because it was ' genuine Australian,' and then 
be thrown away ! 

Poor NWma! It was a new phase of life 
upon which she was entering this evening. 
Always before she had been, in harmony with , 
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her surroundings, and the little inward tumuh 
of vague conjecture and romantic longings of 
which she was always conscious had been only 
a pleasant excitement — a sort of stirring refrain 
to the tranquil song of existence. To-night 
the refrain had become an aching discord, and 
the pleasant excitement had turned suddenly 
into a passionate pain. What was the use of 
going among people like that? Her father 
was quite right : they two would be more at 
home over a billy of tea and a damper by a 
camp-fire than at a grand dinner-table where 
lords and ladies sat. Nulma, in her childish 
ignorance and mortification, exaggerated the 
social importance of the Arthur Keefes after a 
manner at which Lady Arthur, could she have 
known, would have smiled bitterly under the 
smarting knowledge of her disappointed ambi- 
tions. Yes, Nulma said to herself, her father 
and shd were of a different kind from all those 
Government House people. They had come 
from bullock-drivers ; she had been born under 
a bullock dray— anyhow, she was glad that she 
had told Kenward that ; they were rough and 
coarse and ignorant. Where should they have 
learned those arts and accomplishments which 
made up such a woman as Lady Arthur ? — or 
even Mrs. Degraves, who, as all Leichardt s 
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Town knew, held her head high because she 
had come of a good old English family ? And 
such men as the stately old Governor and 
his nephew, who, in spite of a certain heavy 
simplicity, had the unmistakable stamp of birth 
and education ; such men, too, as the Chief 
Justice, or even Captain Textor. NMma did 
not include Caspar Van Vechten in her sum- 
mary, and yet the thought struck her as she 
recalled him now, that he did not seem out of 
place among those other men — had even shown 
to advantage in his quiet, reserved way. She 
had looked upon him as belonging to her world ; 
now she began to see that he belonged to the 
other world, too. The inhabitants of that world 
might laugh at herself and her father, might 
tolerate them — even be amused at them in their 
kind, pitying fashion — but they would not laugh 
at'or tolerate Van Vechten. He would always 
hold his own. Nulma found relief and some 
restoration of her self-confidence in this con- 
ception of him. More and more he came to 
represent in her mind the notion of an ultimate 
support. And yet she remembered she had 
hardly spoken a word to him all the evening. 
But, then, he had been there ; his eyes had 
often met hers ; and she had felt herself en- 
veloped by his protecting tenderness. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

*IS IT ALL PAST?* 

The Chief Justice did not come forward to take 
his leave till after all the Leichardtstonians had 
departed. He was so intimate with the Govern- 
ment House party that it seemed a matter of 
course for him to remain and take part in the 
discussion which was sure to follow the enter- 
tainment of these new guests. But Colonel 
Bumside s ponderous criticisms upon the social 
attitude of the Leader of the Opposition towards 
the Minister of Mines were interrupted by the 
return of Captain Textor and Lord Arthur, 
after seeing off the Degraves, Captain Textor 
carrying the Governors mail-bag, which was 
always sent up immediately upon the arrival of 
the English mail, before ordinary letters were 
even sorted, 

* The English mail is in, sir/ he said. 

Lady Arthur looked up with languid concern. 
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The file of tel^rams from Albany, which had 
preceded the mail by a day or two — for in those 
days there was no direct cable communication, 
and the news of the declaration of war between 
France and Germany and the defeat at Sedan 
arrived simultaneously — had taken off the edge 
of curiosity with regard to public affairs, and 
her private interests were centred in Leichardt s 
Land. 

The Governor paused in his remarks to 
make a sign to his aide-de-camp, intimating 
that he would examine the despatches in his 
private room. He was red-tapish in such 
matters. 

* I am coming in, Textor. Arthur, I should 
like to have notes made at once of anything 
important that may require my consideration. 
You will excuse me. Ken ward.* 

* I was just going to say good-night, sir,' 
replied Kenward as he took the Governor s 
hand. 

* Oh, stay a few minutes till they bring me in 
my letters,' exclaimed Lady Arthur. * And I 
want to settle with you about Tuesday.' 

The heavy curtains fell behind the Governor 
and the aide-de-camp. Lord Arthur, however, 
lingered, stolidly irresolute. 

'The Governor wants you to write de- 
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spatches, Arthur,' said his wife. Then her 
tone altered suddenly. 'Won't they keep till 
to-morrow ?* she added meekly. That slum- 
berous gleam in her husband's heavy eyes 
roused again the morbid terror which attacked 
her so often in those days. 

* I'm afraid his Excellency won't think so.' 
Lord Arthur looked at his watch, and slowly 
snapped it to. 'Writing despatches at 11.30 
p.m. is a beastly bore,' he said. 'That's an 
uncommonly pretty girl you were talking to 
all this evening, Ken ward.' 

'She is Mr. Kenward's child of Nature,' 
put in Lady Arthur. * I told you that was 
what he'd end in.' 

'Oh, well, she's uncommonly pretty,' said 
Lord Arthur; and added: 'Well, good-night. 
You'll have your letters directly, M argot.' 
He went out ; at the door he turned. ' I 
think you'd better not sit up too long,' he 
said to Lady Arthur. 'What's that about 
Tuesday ?' 

' The child of Nature is coming to luncheon,' 
she replied shrilly. * Mr. Ken ward is going to 
paint her portrait, and / am to sit by and do 
propriety.' 

* Oh, well, I hope the picture will be as suc- 
cessful as yoursy Margot. Good-night, Ken- 
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ward. You'll look after yourself; there are 
drinks in the hall.' 

The two were alone. Margot s eyes had a 
wild expression as they rested for a moment on 
Kenward's face. As soon as the door had 
closed upon her husband, she gave a little gasp- 
ing breath as if she wanted air. Then she 
moved abruptly into the inner room, and stood 
over the fire, her arms on the mantelpiece, 
apparently lost in contemplation of the point of 
her dainty shoe. 

* I haven't such a small foot as your child of 
Nature,' she said. 

* No ?* He seemed puzzled. * It's quite 
small enough for your height, and I've always 
told you no one ever had such an arched 
instep.' He looked down at her shoe also as 
he took up his position by the mantelpiece 
beside her. 

* That shoe episode was very funny,* Lady 
Arthur went on. * She is a most ingenuous 
creature — as she should be — your child of 
Nature. Did you know that she left her shoe 
behind her under the dinner-table ?' 

'No.' 

* Perhaps she isn't used to wearing them. 
Carson brought it in to her here, and we had 
an opportunity of observing that her foot is a 
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pretty one. The effect would have been better 
if she had worn silk stockings.' 

Ken ward felt jarred. He said nothing. 

* It was very ingenuous, too — the abstraction 
of the bonbons. Uncle Bumside quite rose to 
the occasion. Was it the story of the sick 
friend she was telling you all that time you 
were together in here? If so, the sick friend 
must be immensely interesting, judging from 
the expression of your face.* 

' No,' replied Kenward shortly. ' The story 
was not about the sick friend.' 

* Might one be permitted to ask what it was 
about ? 

'Certainly. Miss Goodeve was telling me' 
— Kenward hesitated a moment — ' telling me 
that she had been born under a bullock dray ; 
that her only brother and sister had died of 
snake-bite when she was a day or two old^ 
and that the shock had killed her mother 
also.' 

' Ah !' Lady Arthur looked interested. ' Yes, 
I remember. That must have been the sad 
story she would not speak of before her father. 
It was very confiding of her to tell you. I 
asked her where she had got her name — 
Niilma, which in the aboriginal tongue means, 
she told me, a snake.' 

II 
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* It was her dying mother's fancy. They 
christened her Nulma out there in the Bush.' 

Just then the butler came in with a pile of 
letters. 

' Lord Arthur told me to bring you these, 
my lady.' 

Margot took the letters, glancing at the en- 
velopes one by one, and laid them on the 
mantelpiece. 

* I'd better go,' Ken ward said ; * you want to 
read your letters.' 

* No, I do not. They will keep.' 

She was silent for a minute or two ; then 
again she turned on him that long, wild look. 
He came closer to her. 

' Margot,' he said, in a low voice, ' what is 
the matter ? 

* Nothing. Only I think I am experiencing 
the preliminary throes of martyrdom ; and I'm 
wondering whether I've got the courage to go 
through with it' 

' Martyrdom ! I don't understand you.' 
'No, I suppose not. It was only during 

dinner that I made my plan of martyrdom. 

And you have lent yourself to it admirably, 

though, of course, you were not conscious of 

doing so.' She spoke bitterly. 

* In what way ?' he asked coldly. 
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'I gave you your chance of freedom that 
night on the steamer/ she answered, * and you 
wouldn't take it. Well, am I not showing my 
entire confidence in your loyalty by arranging 
unlimited opportunities for you of flirtation 
with that girl whom you admire so greatly ?' 

* Oh, so that's it ?' He spoke irritably, then 
went on in a calmer tone : * Yes ; I do admire 
her. Is that what you mean by your martyr- 
dom ? My dear, what is the use of it ? Haven't 
we settled all that >* 

He stooped as he spoke, and, on a sudden 
impulse, bent his head to her shoulder and 
touched her neck with his lips twice, Hngeringly. 
In an instant the whole expression of her face 
changed. 

* Oh, Outram ! But you mustn't ! This 
isn't dear London. And I sometimes think 
the orderlies and footmen are spies. Arthur is 
jealous.' Her voice had sunk to an agitated 
whisper. 

Kenward's brows contracted. He had not 
thought of Lord Arthur. * You never told me. 
Has he said anything to you ?* 

* No — yes ; you need not mind. He is 
horribly fond of me. And I'm frightened — 
I'm frightened.' 

* You poor little thing !' The man's tender- 

II — 2 
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ness woke up. 'It^s all fancy. Don't worry 
over that kind of thing. Now, we agreed, you 
know, that the past was to be — past. WeVe 
behaving splendidly.' 

* Are we ? Is it all past ?' She touched her 
shoulder with a laugh, the sound of which gave 
him an odd pain ; it was like the echo of dead 
raptures. *0h, Outram, how long since you 
did that! It's nonsense — nonsense about our 
keeping only friends. I can't help it. I must 
— once 1' 

She put her two hands on his shoulders and 
lifted her face to his. The hands stole round 
his neck, and they kissed each other — or, it 
would be more correct to say, she kissed him 
in a short, fevered uniting of lips. 

« « « « « 

Before Tuesday came, Niilma's mood of 
revolt against social circumstance, and her half- 
formed determination not to allow Kenward 
the privilege of perpetuating on canvas his 
wattle simile, had passed away ; and she was 
again almost her old happy self. A friendly 
little note from Lady Arthur, ratifying the in- 
vitation, written under the reactionary influence 
of Kenward's new tenderness, had removed 
the impression that all the people at Govern- 
ment House were amusing themselves by 
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making fun of her. It must be owned that this 
self-consciousness was very unlike Niilma, but, 
somehow, her confidence in herself seemed to 
have had a shake. Moreover, at the Executive 
Council, two days after the dinner, the Gover- 
nor himself had inquired particularly of the 
Minister of Mines after his charming daughter, 
who had in the midst of her own gaieties so 
unselfishly remembered her friend. And then 
Caspar Van Vechten had come out at the worst 
time of her dejection, had taken her for a good 
canter on the Arab, had soothed, comforted, 
and admired her, and had put her on good 
terms again with herself and the world. 

It was so pleasant to be able to tell Uncle 
Van just what she had been feeling — with the 
exception of those emotions relating peculiarly 
to her father and to Mr. Kenward, which she 
kept to herself — and to be certain of his 
sympathy and comprehension. He had been 
just a little bit stiff at first, she fancied, but 
when she had expressed her regret at having 
had no talk with him at the Government House 
dinner-party, he had thawed at once ; and after 
all, as they agreed, what did it matter about not 
conversing in company, when he could come 
out whenever he pleased to the Bunyas, and 
they could talk so much more pleasantly and 
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confidentially there? He had not seemed so 
sympathetic, Nulma thought, when she had 
told him about the picture. He asked whether 
her father had been consulted on the subject, 
and when Nulma explained that the portrait 
was to be a present to Mr. Goodeve on his 
birthday in the following October, Van Vechten 
observed that possibly Mr. Goodeve might not 
care to be placed under an obligation of that 
kind to a stranger, and that, anyhow, mysteries 
were a mistake, and the thing ought to be 
square and above-board. He was not even 
satisfied when he heard that Lady Arthur 
Keefe was sponsor, so to speak, of the whole 
project ; and the end of it was that Nulma 
took the best course that could possibly be 
taken, and at dinner that evening told her 
father, in the presence of Van Vechten, all 
about the proposed undertaking. 

Contrary to Mr. Van Vechten's suggestion, 
James Goodeve showed no unwillingness to 
incur the obligation. Perhaps he did not 
consider the acceptance of a mere work of art 
in the light of an obligation, any more than 
he would have considered it an obligation to 
accept a friend s photograph. It would be a 
very different thing if the Chief Justice painted 
for money. But, then, who could conceive a 
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Chief Justice painting for money ? He did it 
for pleasure and recreation, and what greater 
pleasure could be offered a man than that of 
sitting opposite Niilma, being entertained by 
her prattle and personal opinions, and given 
full opportunity for studying her charm ? This 
was Mr. Goodeve's private and personal 
opinion, which he did not publicly announce, 
but he made it pretty clear that he considered 
the obligation to be on his own side. Then he 
was flattered by Lady Arthurs part in the 
affair, and by Nulma s ready admission into the 
charmed circle of Government House. No 
looking down now, by the Degraves set, upon 
his daughter, and no need to perplex himself 
as to a chaperon for her in the coming gaieties. 
Lady Arthur and the Governor would chaperon 
her. She would be put straight away at the 
top of the tree — that was how he phrased it — 
and in the end who could tell what might not 
happen ? 

But here James Goodeve's self-congratu- 
lations received a check. The end would 
mean Niilma's marriage, and did he want Niil- 
ma, his pride, his darling, to make a grand 
marriage into a family which would despise. and 
shunt her father because he had once been a 
bullock-driver.'^ What if his own precautions 
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against contact for her with the vulgar herd, 
his jealous guarding of her from the admira- 
tion of Leichardt's Town youths, his care to 
preserve her fresh and unsullied by boarding- 
school notions, were all to be turned against 
him ? What if, in striving to keep his jewel out 
of the hands of the polishers, he had made it 
only the more valuable and flawless a posses- 
sion, to be filched from him the more readily 
by greedy fortune hunters ? He had so 
carefully kept from the world the fact that he 
was rich, had lived so quietly and so plainly, 
that no one might guess Nulma would be an 
heiress ; but he could not hide from the world 
her beauty and her grace. They had shone 
out and conquered, and he was proud even to 
snobbish delight in the favour of the great, and 
yet he was sore and troubled. 

Something of all these mingled feelings he 
confided to Caspar Van Vechten, after Nillma 
had gone to bed, as the two men sat over their 
pipes in the veranda. Perhaps he may have 
had a motive in so doing. There was some- 
thing wistful in the tone with which he added : 
' I wish I could see Lulu married to some really 
good fellow with a stake in the country, who*d 
not take my girl away from her father and teach 
her to be ashamed of those who gave her birth. 
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Some chap who was a gentleman, and as good 
as any of the fine English lot over there* — 
Goodeve jerked his head riverwards, presumably 
in the direction of Government House — ' but 
who had worked his way, too, and knew what 
roughing it meant. A man of character, and 
not too young, for Lulu is a bit headstrong, and 
needs guiding/ 

He paused and looked searchingly at Van 
Vechten, who was leaning back on his squatter's 
chair, his strongly-moulded face as impassive as 
though he had no anxiety whatever on the 
subject of Nulma's future ; but his voice trembled 
a little as he answered : 

* That s all very well, Goodeve ; but there's 
one thing you've left out of your calculations. 
Ntilma has a will of her own, as you say ; and 
she is a girl of very strong feelings, and likely 
to develop still stronger feelings when she 
becomes a woman, or I am very gready mis- 
taken. You'll have to take Nulma's own 
character and opinions into account, I fancy. 
Suppose such a man as you describe were 
hanging round, and pleased to marry your 
daughter to-morrow ; it wouldn't be of much 
use, would it, if she didn't care for him ?* 

' Of course she would care for him. A girl 
as young as Nulma is always ready to care 
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for a good-looking, gentlemanly, sterling fellow 
who is in love with her, and whom all the 
other women in the place would jump at for 
a husband/ 

Van Vechten moved his head slowly from 
its position against the back of the chair, and 
sat straight up. He had taken his cigar from 
his mouth, and was contemplating its burnt end. 

' When I was a young man,' he said, * I had 
that notion too, and I bothered a woman into 
marrying me on the principle that where liking 
was, love would certainly come. The woman 
ran away from me with another man. Since 
then Tve come to the conclusion that to per- 
suade into marriage a young girl who doesn't 
know her own mind is a dangerous experiment, 
and one which a man isn't morally justified in 
making.' 

' Good God, Van Vechten !' exclaimed James 
Goodeve. ' So that is the story behind you, is 
it ^ I always guessed there was one, but I 
didn't imagine it was this kind of thing.' 

' Nor anyone else in Leichardt's Land. I've 
spoken about it to no living soul in these ten 
years past, and I rely upon your honour, Good- 
eve, to keep it to yourself.* 

Goodeve . nodded ; no other assurance was 
necessary. 
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' And the woman ?' he said. ' You don't 
mean to tell me that you're bound still. What 
has become of the woman ?* 

* Divorced — and dead/ replied Van Vechten 
laconically. 'Divorced, that is, according to 
civil law/ he added. * For me, as a strict 
Catholic, there's no such thing as divorce.' 

' Ha, as a strict Catholic,' repeated Goodeve 
doubtfully ; ' you and I have agreed to differ on 
that point, Caspar. It's small odds to me, 
though I'd walk ten miles to get out of the 
way of an Irish priest. I suppose there are 
good Papists in the world as well as bad ones. 
Only how there came to be Papists at all is a 
puzzle.' 

*A man is what inheritance and tradition 
have made him,' said Van Vechten. ' In the 
nature of things, a Dutch Catholic is bound to 
be what you Protestants would call a bigoted 
Papist' 

'You needn't shove me into the Protestant 
boiling,' said Goodeve roughly. ' I'm not much 
on religion — never have been since I lost 
Jenny and the little ones out West. I couldn't 
stomach Providence after that. My creed is 
a short one. "Owe no man anything, and 
keep a clean tally," that's enough for me. The 
religious side of the question don't affect me. 
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Anyhow/ he added abruptly, after a moments 
pause, * Tm glad the woman is dead/ 

Van Vechten was silent, too, and both men 
smoked on for several minutes without speak- 
ing ; then Goodeve said only, * Have a glass 
of grogy won't you ?* and, rising, helped him- 
self from the decanter of brandy which stood 
on a small table near. ' Nights beginning to 
get a bit chilly,' he said ; * I expect this'U be 
about our last sit out in the veranda after dinner/ 

Van Vechten got up, too. Simultaneously 
the two men faced each other, looking straight 
into each other's eyes. Van Vechten held out 
his hand, which Goodeve grasped. They 
understood each other. 

* You're a man of few words, Caspar,' said 
Goodeve ; ' but I'd trust you as far as hell's 
gates.' 
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CHAPTER X. 

LADY Arthur's martyrdom. 

NtTLMA's first sitting went off quite satisfactorily. 
A sort of waiting-room, scarcely used by the 
members of the Executive, an^ which had a 
northern aspect, was turned into a studio. A 
model's platform was rigged up, and Ntilma 
placed thereon ; while Lord Arthur, Captain 
Textor, and even the Governor himself, came 
in to give their opinion as to the position in 
which she should be represented. No mystery 
was made about the business. Ntilma told Lady 
Arthur that her father was greatly pleased at Mr. 
Ken ward's proposal, and Ken ward made a point 
of calling at the Mines Office and thanking the 
Minister for the privilege accorded him. He 
liked Niilma for having consulted her father. 
There was a certain dignity in her frankness 
which put her upon a higher level. But he 
was not so pleased when he learned that it 
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was Van Vechten who had inspired her 
frankness. 

Anyhow, a rumour soon went round Leich- 
ardt's Town that the Chief Justice, who was a 
great amateur artist, had been so struck by 
NulmaGoodeve's beauty that he had requested 
permission to paint her portrait — as though 
permission were necessary for what ought to 
be considered a great honour ! — and that Lady 
Arthur had actually arranged for the sittings to 
take place at Government House. Was it 
possible she wished to arrange a match also ? 
and if so, what was to become of Mr. Van 
Vechten ? This was what Miss Caroline 
Degraves asked herself, and, without serious 
premeditation, her manner became a little 
colder to Justin Blaize. At any rate, the 
vague rumours of Kenward's attachment to 
the Governors niece-in-law, which had begun 
to float about Leichardt s Town, seemed thus 
contradicted, and it appeared that Lady Arthur s 
martyrdom was already bearing fruit. 

But what a martyrdom it was ! Many times 
she wondered to herself, as she had wondered 
to Ken ward, whether she had the courage to 
go through with it. To sit there with that 
interminable piece of arabesque embroidery 
between her fingers, and watch the man she 
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loved apparently absorbed in the fresh graces 
and charms of this young girl, whom she 
already looked upon as her rival ; to see the 
picture growing, and note the keen interest 
of the artist in his subject and in his work ; to 
listen languidly to Ntilma's light chatter, which 
somehow, in spite of its limitations and its 
frivolity, seemed to give hints of poetic subtle- 
ties ; or else to catch the ball of talk herself in 
a fit of brilliant exasperation, and dazzle, per- 
plex, and fascinate the girl by her clever para- 
doxes and soft cynicisms, or to vary things by 
appeals to Kenward. Did he remember this 
or that ? and wouldn't NWma have enjoyed 
such a thing ? and how certain it was that at 
such and such a point of sympathy Young 
Australia and Old England would meet ! There 
was always, even in the more personal talk 
with Kenward, a vague reference to NMma, 
so that the little ignoramus could never feel 
quite left out in the cold, and could only admire 
and be grateful for her hostess's tact and con- 
sideration. Yet Lady Arthur managed to 
convey clearly enough to Ntilma that she was 
an ignoramus, and had no place in her own or 
Kenward's world. But for this occasional 
sword-play, Lady Arthur could hardly have 
borne those hours ; and, indeed, sometimes she 
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did not bear them, but would abruptly leave the 
room on some pretext or other, and have out 
alone her storm of jealous passion. 

After all, however, the hours of torture were 
not so many. The sittings had to be snatched 
in the intervals of the Chief Justice's duties : 
two or three mornings or afternoons running, 
perhaps, and then with a week or more between, 
when he was obliged to be absent on official 
business. It was wonderful, though, what 
progress would be made in a few hours' work, 
once the important matters of dress and posi- 
tion were decided. 

He had settled, after all, upon a very simple 
white frock, and she was to hold a bunch of 
freshly - gathered wattle in her hands. The 
wattle was to be added in August. For the 
present the hands and waist were a blur. 
But the face was Niilma's — Niilma, with the 
fawn-like eyes, the ripe — bunya-nut hair, and 
the fearless yet startled look. It was not a 
great work of art, but it was a bold, vivid 
sketch, and, somehow, Kenward had caught in 
the expression he put into Niilma's face some- 
thing which a great outside artist might not 
have found there, something strange, resolute, 
ungirlish, almost tragic — the potentialities, as it 
were, of NWma. 
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' I don't think Tm quite like that,' said 
Niilma herself one day, when, descending from 
her platform, she inspected the picture. 

He had given her a rest. They were alone 
for the moment. Lord Arthur had come in, and 
had called away his wife, telling her that the 
Governor wished to consult her about some- 
thing. 

* Is there anything you don't like Y Kenward 
asked anxiously, getting up and standing a 
little way back from the picture. * I wish you'd 
tell me, for I could alter it, perhaps. But your 
father seemed quite satisfied yesterday.' 

For there had been a meeting of the Execu- 
tive the day before, and at its conclusion the 
Governor had detained both the Premier and 
the Minister of Mines, and had brought them 
in to inspect the work. Mr. Goodeve had 
been requested to make allowances on the score 
of incompleteness, but the warnings were quite 
unnecessary. 

As an art critic, James Goodeve frankly 
owned that he was out of it; but he knew 
a likeness when he saw one, and was en- 
raptured with this of Ntilma. He had warmly 
pressed the artist's hand, and, contrary to his 
usage, had invited him to come out on Saturday 
or Sunday to the Bunyas, and stop without 
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ceremony to dinner. Needless to say that 
Kenward accepted the invitation. 

* Oh, I wouldn't for the whole world have it 
altered !' cried Niilma ; * it's far too pretty. 
That's the fault, I suppose. But if daddy is 
pleased, it's a good sort of fault, Mr. Kenward.' 

* I wish you'd tell me where it is you don't 
think it quite like you.' 

Nulma looked long at the picture before she 
answered. So did Kenward, and from the 
picture he looked to Nulma. 

' I think,' she said at last, * that you have put 
more into my face than there really is in it — 
something like what you have put into Lady 
Arthur's picture; though it's all right there. 
She has a history, and I have none. You have 
made me look as if I were a girl in a story — as 
if any sort of wonderful thing might happen 
to me.' 

' Well, isn't that true ? Any sort of wonderful 
thing might happen to you.' 

* Do you think so — out here in Leichardt's 
Land r 

* The human drama fortunately, or unfor- 
tunately, does not confine itself to one particular 
locality. It's much the same all the world 
over.' 

Nulma examined the picture again, going 



Digitized by 



Google 



LADY ARTHUR'S MARTYRDOM 179 

close to it, and peering impartially into the 
painted surface, as if she were searching for the 
clue to a mystery. After that she went to a 
mirror placed above a table between two win- 
dows, as the fashion used to be, and examined 
herself with equal impartiality. 

' Oh yes !' she cried ; ' you have put your 
idea into the picture ; I told you so. But I 
can't see the least bit of all that in my face here,' 

He came nearer her and, invisible to her in 
the glass, looked at her reflection. 

* It's written in every line of it. There, Miss 
Nulma — there's no use in your pretending to 
be commonplace, I venture to prophecy that 
sooner or later you'll contribute some pretty 
harrowing scenes to the human drama — not 
harrowing to yourself, I hope, but probably so 
to others.' 

*The human drama,* she repeated, and her 
laugh had a note of embarrassment. * Please 
don't take me out of my depth, Mr. Kenward. 
It makes one think, somehow, of the great 
tragedies and things one of my governesses 
tried to teach me about ; but she had to give it 
up, because I would muddle up the names with 
blacks' language. It seems such an awfully 
grand expression to apply to me, and daddy, 

and ' 
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' And ?* he questioned. 

* I can't think of anyone else who has any- 
thing much to do with my life, unless it s Mr. 
Van Vechten/ 

An unreasonable spasm of jealousy seized 
Ken ward. He always winced under these 
allusions of Nulma s to the man whom it was 
reported she would eventually marry, though 
he would not admit even to himself that they 
vexed him. Now he could not blind himself to 
the fact that this speech of hers had made him 
angry. 

' Why do you always couple yourself like that 
with Mr. Van Vechten ?* he exclaimed. * Is 
there no other man in the world but Mr. Van 
Vechten ?' 

'He's the only man friend IVe got,* said 
Nulma — ' the only one daddy ever asks to the 
Bunyas.* 

* Your father has asked me to the Bunyas,' 
said Kenward. * Did you not hear him yester- 
day ? I felt immensely honoured and grateful, 
and I am coming. Then, Mr. Van Vechten 
will not be the only one ; you'll have to count 
me too, I hope, as your friend.' 

He came a little closer to her shoulder, and 
now she could see his face behind her in the 
glass. All the time he had been watching hers. 



Digitized by 



Google 



LADY ARTHUR'S MARTYRDOM i8i 

Suddenly she became aware of this, and as he 
spoke her girlish unconsciousness completely 
left her. She flushed deeply. The same 
thought swept over both. Already she was 
beginning to realize his prophetic portrait of 
her ; there was something in her face which 
had never before been there. The two pairs of 
eyes met in that curious double way in the 
mirror. The look in hers stirred in him 
remorse, terror, and a fearful, tingling delight. 
Her eyes seemed to say to him, * I am the 
soul that you are awakening to life ;* and with 
the almost horrible sense of responsibility he 
felt also something of the creator's joy — some- 
thing of what Pygmalion might have felt as he 
beheld the marble becoming flesh. 

The sound of Lady Arthurs voice coming 
from the veranda outside the Governor's room 
recalled him to himself. The voice died away, 
and he supposed she had re-entered, and was 
not coming back to them just yet. Well, that 
interlude had taught him that he must be 
careful ; that he must finish the portrait quickly, 
and get engrossed in his real work, which 
happily was coming on now ; and that he must 
not allow himself to think too long of girlish 
flesh-tints, of shy brown eyes, of maiden curves 
and dimples, and of that fresh, fearless, uncon- 
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scious charm which was quite unlike any other 
charm that had ever been brought to bear upon 
his, perhaps, too susceptible artistic tempera- 
ment. 

He turned resolutely from the image in 
the glass, the eyes of which held him as by a 
spell, walked to the easel, where he altered the 
height of the canvas a little, and squeezed some 
more rose madder upon his palette. Then he 
came back to her. She had turned from the 
mirror too, and was watching him, still with 
that embarrassed flush, and that dewy, eager 
look in her eyes. 

* Nulma,* he said, * I'm not grudging Mr. 
Van Vechten his privileges — no, not in the 
least. I am sure he is well worthy of them — 
much more so than I should be ; but, still, I 
should like to have a little privilege on my own 
account, being a selfish sort of beggar, you 
know, especially now that I've really been asked 
to the Bunyas, and got accepted by your father 
as a fit and proper sort of person to be admitted 
into his family circle. I know he doesn't admit 
everyone. I want you to call me your friend 
too. Will you be my friend, Niilma ?' 

Nillma impulsively put out her little brown 
hand. There was something childishly pathetic 
in the look from her wide-open brown' eyes 
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which accompanied the gesture. He took her 
hand in his and held it while she spoke. 

' Tm only a stupid Australian girl, Mr. 
Kenward, and daddy and I seem different, 
somehow — different from all of you. Oh yes, 
I know,' she went on impatiently ; * I felt it 
that first night we dined here, and I said to 
myself then that perhaps it would be better if 
we kept in our own place, and if I put away 
all the longings that I've always had to be with 
people like the people in stories — like what 
you've been making me out to be ;* and NMma 
gave her trembling little laugh which was so 
sweet and so soft. How was it, Kenward 
thought, that she had no trace of James 
Goodeve's rough colonial accent ? ' But every- 
body has been so kind — the Governor and 
Lady Arthur and all of you. Tve forgotten 
what I thought then. Ot course Til be your 
friend, Mr. Kenward ; but it seems absurd to 
ask me, and it would be more to the point if I 
were to beg you to be mine. What good could 
I be as a friend to you ?' 

* Every good, Ntilma.* 

'And, then, a friend means a friend, really 
— to me,' Niilma went on. * You see, I've got 
so few — besides daddy, of course. Only Luce 
Ferryman and Uncle Van. I can't count Mr. 
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Latham, you know, though he's my godfather. 
A Premier can't be the friend of a little girl.' 
' But a Chief Justice can.* 

* Oh, and a Chief Justice is a greater person 
really, or quite as great. Now you see what an 
honour you are doing me. But you'd be so 
different. The others don't seem able to tell 
me about the things I want to know, or to 
teach me the things I want to learn.* 

* And what are they, my child ?* 

* Oh, haven't you found out yet ? England 
and books, and people like Lady Arthur — like 
yoiT 

He ^Winced again, this time at her un- 
conscious coupling of himself and Lady Arthur, 
which at the moment jarred upon him inex- 
pressibly. The realization that it did so was 
a new warning. He dropped her hand, re- 
sisting the sudden impulse which had come 
over him a few moments before to raise it to 
his lips. 

* Thank you, Nulma ; you don't mind my 
saying that just once in a way — on a solemn 
occasion like this. YouVe such a child' 

' Oh no ! Please call me Niilma. It doesn't 
seem natural to be Miss Goodeve. Everybody 
calls me Niilma.' 

' Well, you'll have to get accustomed to 
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being Miss Goodeve, and to standing on your 
dignity, after the May ball, won*t you? For 
it wouldn't do for all the young gentlemen who 
prowl about Victoria Street to be calling you 
NWma, would it? Tm your friend, though, 
and so I may call you Niilma once in a way — 
not too often. That's settled, then, YouVe 
going to do me an immense deal of good, my 
little friend ; you are going to teach me how to 
avoid rubbing against Australian prejudices : 
for I want to be a success as the Chief Justice 
of Leichardt's Land, and not a failure. Also 
you will instruct me in so much of the blacks* 
vocabulary as will be of use to me in my 
official journeyings. And I, in my turn, will 
instruct you upon various English matters, 
which probably you would be far better 
ignorant of; for a little knowledge is a 
dangerous thing, NWma, and is apt to make 
the young self-conscious — a sad pity in you.' 
* Oh no, ril try not to get self-conscious !' 
'Well, we must see. Perhaps I shall help 
Mrs. Ferryman to correct your spelling, by 
telling you of your mistakes when you honour 
me with an occasional note. I believe you can 
spell a great deal better than I can.' 

' Oh no, indeed ! I never can manage the 
dictionary words, and the presenting compli- 
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ments, and all that in the right place, which 
Mrs. Ferryman says should go into formal 
notes.' 

' Stuff! Don't present your compliments to 
me, please — that I implpre. If you do, Til 
cease to be your friend. And perhaps, if you 
liked, I'd tell you some day something about 
the Greek tragedies and " things " as you call 
them, that might make them seem a little more 
interesting, and not quite so much like blacks* 
language. Remember, that is one immense 
point of superiority you possess over me, and 
over all the Oxford dons that ever were. Vou 
can speak blacks' language. Oh, there'll be a 
great deal of mutual accommodation in our 
friendship ! And it's a bargain, isn't it, 
Ntilma.?' 

He took her hand of his own accord a 
second time, and this time he did, in spite of all 
previous resolves, press it lightly and playfully 
to his lips. Niilma flushed again. Ah ! she 
had not blushed when Casper Van Vechten 
kissed her hand after their particular compact, 
which was much odder and more personal and 
embarrassing than this one. 

Lady Arthur, coming round by the veranda 
from the Governor's room, where he had been 
keeping her in interminable consultation with 
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Captai|;i yextor and Lord Arthur about some 
structural arrangements for the Birthday ball, 
caught the scene between the painter and his 
model. * Already !* The poor woman gasped 
the word. She felt her doom approaching. A 
sensation of deadly sickness came ov^er her, and 
her heart thumped so that she seemed to hear 
it above all the other sounds round. 

She clutched the iron pillar of the veranda 
and steadied herself by it, subduing the mad 
longing she had to rush in and openly upbraid 
Kenward for his perfidy. Then, with a start 
of terror, she became aware that her husband 
was watching her. 

• Margot, what is the matter ? Are you ill ?* 
He had run to her side. 

* No — it's nothing — don't mind ' 

*Yes, it is something; you are ill. What 
upset you ?' 

• I don't know — oh yes ! Do tell them to cut 
down that datura-tree — you know I can't stand 
strong scents.' 

* I'll have it down at once. • But it was more 
than that. Margot, you must come upstairs 
and lie down. No, I can't have you going in 
there any more ; you must come and lie down.' 

He led her upstairs, supporting her, and put 
her on the sofa, and called Maling, and dosed 
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her with sal volatile, brandy — any restorative 
that he could lay hand on. She got rid of him 
at last, and then, as soon as the door of the 
private secretary's room had closed upon him, 
she darted up, ran down the stairs and into the 
studio again. 

Kenward was saying to Nulma in quite a 
matter-of-fact tone, and as though there had 
been no such thing as a sentimental passage 
between them : 

* Now, Miss Goodeve, we've behaved atro- 
ciously, and have wasted a hideous lot of time 
this morning; but, still, Tm going to be 
merciful, and I shall give you a ten minutes' 
rest — not a second more — for this is the last 
sitting we shall have for a good bit. I've got 
to begin judicial work again to-morrow, and 
give my mind to more serious matters.' 

After all, what had he done ? Only kissed a 
girl's hand in a half-bantering fashion. 

Many men had kissed her own hand, some 
with an old-fashioned gallantry ; others because 
they were half-foreigners, and it was their way ; 
others, again, because they were in love with 
her. Which reason had it been with Outram 
Kenward ? Impossible that he could be in 
love with Niilma already ; he looked upon her 
as a child. So Margot answered herself. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

THE BIRTHDAY BALL. 

It was about a fortnight after this that the 
great night came — the night of the Birthday 
ball, which rumour said was to outreach all 
other Birthday balls that had been in the 
Randals' reign. Captain Textor had taken 
immense pains, so had the curator of the 
Botanical Gardens. The decorations, it was 
said, were to be quite extraordinary. The 
scrubs along the river had been ransacked for 
staghorn ferns ; so had the Observatory and 
the Marine Department generally, for flags ; 
and there had been a special importation of 
Chinese lanterns. It was to be a very grand 
affair. 

Nulma thought the place looked very like 
fairyland as she and her father drove in the 
enclosed jingle between the sentries at the 
entrance gates. The curving gravel road from 
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the lodge was festooned with lanterns, which 
hung, too, from a great ficus-tree standing back 
among the young bamboos and shrubs. All 
the smaller trees were loaded with coloured 
lamps, and they outlined the arcades of the 
stone veranda, while the little beds on the 
lawn were all traced with fairy-lights, which 
made a jewel-like pattern upon the sward. 
There was a three-quarter moon, which seemed 
to enhance instead of marring the brilliancy of 
the illuminations, showing up the dark pyramidal 
shapes of the orange-trees and the blossoms on 
the camellia and azalea shrubs. Within the hall 
door was a blaze of light and colour. Canvas 
additions, draped about with flags, had been 
thrown from the veranda, to serve as ante- 
rooms and dressing-rooms ; joints, canvas, and 
makeshifts being concealed by stands of azaleas, 
by palms and tree - ferns. For, as Captain 
Textor remarked to Lady Arthur, it was the 
easiest thing possible to produce an effect when 
poinsettias,' azaleas, and camellias were to be 
had in armfuls, and you had Kew Conservatory 
without a roof all round you. 

The general crowd had not begun to arrive 
when Niilma and her father drove up. The 
Ministers and such of the high officials as had 
the entree were received first, and then ranged 
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themselves behind the Governor's party, while 
the guests of lesser importance made their bows 
and filed past. It was a grievance to Mrs. 
Ferryman that she was not able to accompany 
Nulma, her husband being only the head of a 
department, and therefore not honoured by a 
card of entree. She did not think it becoming 
that a young girl in her teens should tdke pre- 
cedence of a matron who might have been her 
mother. The Ferryman household was not 
altogether cheerful, in fact, when Niilma went 
in, on the way to Government House, to show 
herself to poor little Luce, now lying on the 
drawing-room sofa, with just faint hopes held 
out that she might be able to get up and make 
an appearance, but not dance, at one of the 
June 'at homes* — Lady Randal had always given 
two *at homes' in June, and it was supposed that 
Governor Burnside would follow the precedent. 
Luce had been crying softly, Mr. Ferryman 
looked worried, and Mrs. Ferryman was cross — 
first because she had no Luce to bring out, and 
secondly because Miss Orr, the dressmaker, in 
altering her last year s dress, had made it too 
scanty. ' As if I wasn't thin enough already, 
that she should want to make me look still more 
like a skeleton!' wrathfully exclaimed Mrs. 
Ferryman, inspecting her scraggy ill-jointed 
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proportions in a glass, while Luce from her 
sofa tried to pull out her mother's draperies 
and give an effect of amplitude which was not 
in fact Niilma burst upon the scene a radiant 
vision in white tarlatan — girls wore tarlatan in 
those days — and carrying a bouquet of white 
rosebuds and maidenhair fern, which, with its 
long satin streamers, might have come from 
Covent Garden. 

' Oh, Lulu, how lovely !' cried Luce. ' Who 
gave it you ?' 

* Mr. Van Vechten, of course,' replied Niilma. 
* Who else would give me a bouquet ? That 
was always a bargain between us. He was to 
give me my bouquet, and I was to give him the 
first dance.* 

* Oh, can he dance ?' said Luce contemp- 
tuously. * I thought you'd have danced the 
first dance with Captain Textor, or the Chief 
Justice, or one of that lot.' Luce in her 
private heart considered Mr. Van Vechten a 
respectable bore, far too old to be welcomed as 
a lover. *For my part, I'd rather have had 
Victor Degraves than Mr. Van Vechten,' she 
added. 

*Or Malcolm Derrett,* said Niilma scorn- 
fully. ' Please don't compare Mr. Van Vechten 
with those two.' 
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' I didn't. He's old enough to be their 
father. You don't care for young men, Lulu, 
because you've never been allowed to go in the 
way of beaux.' 

* I don't care for boys, if that's what you 
mean,' returned NWma loftily. *And as for 
beaux — that sort of thing is vulgar, common. 
Fancy Lady Arthur talking about — beaux !' 

* Lady Arthur is a married woman. Oh, I 
knew how it would be. I knew you'd get 
spoilt by being made so much of at Govern- 
ment House. You despise all your old friends 
now. It's we that are vulgar, you meant to 
say. And me lying here ' 

* Oh, you poor little thing !' cried Nulma, 
stricken with sorrow, as Luce began to cry. 
' I forgot you weren't going. How selfish and 
horrid I am! Never mind. Luce dear; your 
turn will come. Dr. Clayton says you'll be all 
right in June. And, whisper, shall I take any 
message from you to anyone ? 

Mrs. Ferryman had gone back to wrestle 
with her dress, and the younger girls and Mr. 
Ferryman were engaged on the tying up of a 
buttonhole bouquet. Outside, from the jingle, 
sounded Mr. Goodeve's voice : 

' Niilma, look sharp ! Haven't you done 
admiring each other yet ?' 
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' Oh, is your father there ?' exclaimed Mr. 
Ferryman, and ran out, mindful of the fact that 
Mr. Goodeve was a Minister, and that, though 
a neighbour and a familiar friend, a meed of 
respect was his due. 

' I must go,' said Niilma. 'Who is it, Luce, 
and what am I to say ?' 

* You can tell Malcolm to come and see me,* 
whispered Luce. 

* He daren*t,' cried Niilma. * He is a 
coward. How can you, Luce ? You knew it 
was he who threw that orange-peel.' 

* Hush ! don't let mamma know. He didn't 
mean it. And it was partly my fault, for making 
him jealous — spiting him about Victor Degraves. 
Tell him. Lulu.' 

' Very well. But I can tell you / wouldn't 
see him,' said Niilma. ' Now, I mustn't keep 
daddy. Do you — do you think I look nice ?' 

' Lovely !' cried Luce. * There never was 
anyone so pretty as you. Lulu. And I don't 
— no, I don't feel envious or jealous one 
bit.' 

But poor Luce's voice broke as Nulma ran 
away. 

The gre^t ordeal of making her entrance, 
which Ndlma had dreaded, was no ordeal at 
all, for now she seemed to know all the Govern- 
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ment House people quite well, even Captain 
Textor, who did not to-night put her down as 
a badly-dressed little provincial. White tarlatan 
skirts, whether put together by a French dress- 
maker or by Miss Orr, of Victoria Street, 
Leichardt s Town, are bound to look right, 
when they billow round the slender form of a 
very beautiful young woman. 

Ntilma stepped with the grace of a wild fawn, 
her head erect, her cheeks flushed, and her 
brown eyes all aglow with the consciousness 
that she was being admired. Such a lovely 
young creature did she appear that the old 
Governor stepped forward and greeted her 
with quite paternal warmth, not forgetting the 
joke he always made now about the bonbons, 
and a sly injunction to Captain Textor to see 
that there were two packets ready for Miss 
Nulma to take home with her. ' For I don't 
believe quite altogether in the sick friend,' he 
said. * Tve seen you crunching chocolates, my 
young lady, as if you liked them very much 
indeed. And mind, now, you enjoy yourself ; 
and if you don't, tell me, and I'll scold Textor 
for not arranging things better.' 

Lady Arthur, too, had her caressing pat and 
approving word, and Lord Arthur his heavy 
compliment. All this was very xielightful — 

13—2 



Digitized by 



Google 



196 nOlma 

more so to James Goodeve than even to Niilma 
herself. His red face glowed all over with 
pride and pleasure, and he did not feel shy now 
of putting out his big hand in its tight white 
glove to shake that of Mrs. Degraves and the 
other ladies ranged behind Lady Arthur. 
Niilma took up her position at the end of the 
line, and watched Lady Arthur as she went 
through her duties — for now the general crowd 
was beginning to arrive — ^and Ntilma wondered 
in her own mind whether she herself could ever 
attain to the shadow of that finished grace and 
fascination of manner, and how anyone could 
look at any other woman when her hostess was 
there to be looked at. 

Lady Arthur was certainly at her best this 
evening, her magnificent shoulders gleaming 
above her low yellow satin dress, with diamonds 
round her throat and in her crinkly hair, her 
face just slightly touched up with rouge, and 
the lustre of her eyes heightened. She had 
had a little respite from her agonies of martyr- 
dom, for the Chief Justice had been chained to 
his work, and had made an official trip up the 
coast, so that there had been no sittings for a 
fortnight. As a matter of fact, he had hardly 
seen Niilma since that Sunday when, on the 
Minister of Mines' invitation, he had gone out 
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to the Bunyas, and had spent a long lazy after- 
noon and evening lounging about the garden, 
gathering early mandarin oranges and Caven- 
dish bananas for Nulma, and being shown all 
the girl's favourite nooks and haunts and pets — 
her young wallabi, her tame emu, Van Vech- 
ten's Arab, and the wattle plantation where 
the fresh shoots were spreading at the end of 
the blue-green branches. 

He had determined not to think of her in 
the interval, or, since she seemed to be always 
protruding that charming face of hers between 
his imagination and the subject upon which it 
should have been at the moment occupied, to 
think of her only as an entertaining companion 
for an April afternoon — a pretty, playful child, 
whom it was an artistic joy to contemplate, and 
who was destined in due course to become the 
mistress of that big house in the bend, with its 
solitary clump of bamboos, and the wife of 
Caspar Van Vechten. Under this impression 
of her, forced strenuously upon his mind, she 
came upon him as she entered in her grown-up 
ball-gown, holding her big bouquet, with almost 
a shock of surprise at her newly-acquired 
womanliness. His eyes continually wandered 
to her, from where he stood among a group of 
gentlemen quite at the end of the sort of semi- 
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circle of which Lady Arthur and the Governor 
were the centre. 

Lady Arthur, as she bent forward her graceful 
form in its yellow draperies, and her small 
foreign-looking head, with its brilliant piercing 
eyes and hothouse sort of beauty, seemed 
always interposing between him and the young 
girl, quelling wild fancies, and reminding him 
of allegiance he had sworn long ago, and 
which had been renewed when she had offered 
him his liberty on the deck of the man-of- 
war. Ntllma met his eyes, and the sad look 
in them troubled and excited her. She was 
beginning to know always if Kenward was 
looking at her ; to know, even when in a 
crowd she could not see him, whether he was 
near her. 

The throng in evening-dress pressed on. 
The hall was full now. AH the people in 
Leichardt's Town must surely be there. One 
by one they passed by the Governor and 
Lady Arthur, and made their greetings. Van 
Vechten came among the last, and when he 
had shaken hands with his host and hostess, 
slipped round beside Nulma. 

* You haven't forgotten that I'm to have the 
first dance,' he whispered, 'though I am such 
a dreadful old fogey. Nulma, child, do you 
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know that I haven't danced for nearly twenty 
years, and this is my very first ball in 
Leichardt's Town ?* 

* Not really, Uncle Van ?' 

* Yes, quite really. It is in your honour that 
I have come out of my shell at last. Youll 
put up with me if I don't know the figures as 
well as I might, won't you, NWma?* 

'Why of course, Uncle Van. Perhaps I 
shall be nervous, and make mistakes too.' 

The lev6e or drawing-room, or whatever it 
might be called, was over at last. The band 
in the gallery above struck up. Lady Arthur 
was carried off by Mr. Degraves, and the 
Quadrille of State began to form. 

'We won't join that, Niilma,' said Van 
Vechten ; * we'll seek a retired corner, if you 
don't mind, and will have pity on my con- 
fusion.' 

Niilma took his arm, but already she found 
herself surrounded by a small bevy of men 
with programmes, one or two in uniforms, 
but most with black coats and buttonhole 
bouquets. 

* * May I have the pleasure. Miss Goodeve Y 
from one and then another. 

* Oh yes,' said Niilma. And just now 
another voice interposed, a voice which some- 
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how always thrilled her; it was so different 
in its clear English enunciation from the 
voices of all other men she knew : 

* Miss Goodeve, you mustn't fill up your 
programme too rashly. Do allow me for a 
moment.' 

The Chief Justice took it from her. Niilma 
had hardly realized the use of the programme 
which dangled at the end of her fan till now. 
When he returned it, she saw that he had 
written his initials against two waltzes and 
a set of lancers. 

'Will you let me have these — 3, 7, 10?' 

* Oh, thank you/ said NWma. 

* Miss Goodeve, that's too bad, to give away 
so many.' 

It was the Chief Commissioner of Police 
who spoke. 

* Miss Goodeve, we shall not get our places/ 
said Van Vechten. * Blaize, have you a vis-d- 
vis? Come, Niilma.' 

And he hurried her off. 

'Afterwards, afterwards!' cried Niilma, nod- 
ding to the disappointed partners. 

' Niilma,' said Van Vechten, in the interval 
between the first two figures, 'it's very hard 
to see you carried off by everybody like that. 
I daren't ask you for a waltz — I'm afraid my 
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dancing powers don't run to that — but you'll 
sit one out with me, won't you ?' 

' Why, Uncle Van ?' hesitated Nillma, -* But 
it would be such a pity, wouldn't it, to miss 
a waltz ?' 

He laughed at the dejection of her tone. 
* Of course it would. Never mind, child ; if 
you've got another quadrille left, keep it for 
me — only if somebody wants it that you don't 
care to dance with, remember. I don't want 
to be exacting — and I am to take you in to 
supper, anyhow ; that's all settled. You, being 
a Minister's daughter, must go in to supper 
with a member of the Upper House. At least, 
it's all arranged, and you can't get out of it.' 

*Oh, Uncle Van, I'd rather you took me 
in to supper than anyone,' answered Niilma. 

' And mind, Niilma, we are to have the same 
sort of compact about the dances, as — ^as about 
something else that you and I know of.' His 
voice shook a little, it seemed to Niilma, and 
she wondered why. * You are to come and ask 
me whenever you think you would rather sit 
out a dance with me than dance it with anyone 
else who on that particular occasion wants to 
dance with you. You've only got to intimate 
your royal wishes, remember. I am always at 
your service.' 
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* But, Uncle Van, if you should be going to 
dance with somebody yourself?' 

'No; I shall not be going to dance with 
anyone, I don't mean to ask any lady to 
dance but you.' 

' *Oh, budgery you, Uncle Van ! Now, I do 
feel proud ! and Miss Degraves and all of them 
will be dying to get you. But isn't it an awful 
waste of good things to keep yourself like that, 
only for me ?' 

' I don't think so, my dear. In the first 
place, there might be a question about the 
**good things," mightn't there? As long as 
you think them good, that's all I care for. And 
in the second — well, Nulma, to keep myself 
for you — only for you : the very sound of the 
words is sweet to me — is just the one thing in 
the world that it would make me happiest 
to do.' 

Nulma's walk round the ballroom after that 
first quadrille was a sort of triumphal progress, 
and was in truth rather a slow progress. 
Every dancing man who didn't know her 
already wanted to be introduced to her, and 
every one who did wanted to put his name 
down upon her programme with as little delay 
as possible. The Chief Commissioner of Police 
got the next dance, which was a galop. And 
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after came Ken ward. He had in the meantime 
approached Lady Arthur. 

* I can't give you anything just yet/ she said. 
' I haven't finished my duty.* 

' I know that, and it s why I did not make 
an effort sooner.' He studied his programme. 
' What do you say to 5, or 6, or 9 ?* 

*You pick out the numbers very carefully. 
Are you so deeply engaged ? And are these 
just the ones you have been good enough to 
reserve for me ?' 

He did not answer a word, but waited. 

' I will give you the next dance/ she ex- 
claimed recklessly. 'After all, what does it 
matter? I can't be supposed to waltz with 
one of those dreadful Ministers.' 

He laughed uneasily. 

' Arthur thinks it would be more dignified in 
me not to waltz at all,' she said. * Oh, what a 
farce it is! It was as much as I could do to 
keep from shrieking at the solemn mockery of 
that drawing - room presentation business — 
Margot Keefe and her social ambitions to come 
to that ! Well, the music will begin presently. 
You might take me down there to the stair- 
case-end.' 

' I can't, I am sorry to say — can't dance this, 
I mean. I am engaged/ 
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* Ah ! To NWma Goodeve T 
' Yes/ 

' I congratulate you on making good use of 
your opportunities. Would you mind letting 
me look at your programme ? it would be a 
pity if I hit upon another dance which happened 
to be hers/ 

He gave it to her. She held it close to her 
narrowed eyes. 

' I don't make out the hieroglyph. I sup- 
pose it means '* N. G." Thanks — 7 and 10, 
I see.* 

* What may I book myself to you for ?' 

' Nothing. You may give me your arm 
across the room, if you please. There, to that 
place by the staircase. . . . Thanks. Now I 
won't keep you.' 

She dismissed him with a bow, and turned 
pointedly to a good-looking English sugar- 
planter, whose people she knew something 
about, and to whom she was now especially 
gracious. Kenward left her. The sugar- 
planter did not throw balm upon her wound. 

* Our friend the Chief Justice seems decidedly 
smitten by that pretty girl,' he said. ' Don't 
you think so, Lady Arthur ? Somehow, I did 
not fancy youth and innocence, and all that sort 
of thing, were much in his line.' 
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♦ Did you not ? Why ? 

* Oh, well — he's a man who has lived, isn't 
he?* 

' I don't think you can know a great deal 
about him,' replied Lady Arthur, with a smile 
which only she herself knew to be ironic. She 
felt no gratitude at the moment for this evi- 
dence that her own reputation was, so far as the 
sugar-planter's knowledge of it was concerned, 
quite immaculate. * It is always the men who 
" have lived," as you say, who adore youth and 
innocence, and — that sort of thing.' 

He glanced keenly at her, struck by the note 
of bitterness which she could not conceal, and 
it occurred to him that he had said a foolish 
thing, and that probably Lady Arthur and the 
Chief Justice had had their tender passages. 
He remembered hearing that they came out in 
the same vessel. No doubt she was jealous of 
this young Australian beauty. She divined his 
thought as quickly as it passed through his 
mind, and knew that she had betrayed herself. 
But she was clever enough to counteract the 
impression, and, bravely putting on her mask, 
talked soberly of Kenward : wished that he 
might marry — though, for her own part, she 
would have preferred that there had been truth 
in the rumour which gave him to Miss Glass- 



Digitized by 



Google 



2o6 NULMA 

thwaite, the heiress, Had not Mr. Pallavatnt 
— that was the sugar-planter s name — heard of 
Miss Glassthwaite ? His people knew her, 
Lady Arthur was sure, and Miss Glassthwaite 
was a friend of her own. It would have been 
delightful if Nora Glassthwaite had been settled 
in Leichardt's Land during the Governor's time ; 
and an English wife with good connections 
and money would do more for Outram Ken- 
ward than an unformed little Australian, 
however pretty she might be. And then Lady 
Arthur, in the intervals of her social duties, 
contrived to attach Mr. Pallavant, and started a 
new martyrdom, in the vain hope of piquing 
Kenward's waning affections. For a woman 
of the world she showed herself singularly 
elementary in her tactics. But the woman who 
is genuinely in love, be she never so thoroughly 
sophisticated, when she deals in the primitive 
emotions, deals also in primitive methods. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE TRIUMPHAL PROGRESS. 

The first ball of every girl is supposed to make 
an epoch in her life, but this was most especially 
the case with Nulma. She had never been so 
absolutely happy. The evening was an en- 
chanted one. Looking back upon it, she did 
not think there was one incident she would 
have had different — one partner whose name 
she would have omitted from her programme. 
Yes, perhaps she would have enjoyed the 
mazurka she gave Malcolm Derrett better had 
she danced it with Captain Textor, who had 
also asked her for it; but she had the satisfaction 
of feeling that she had obeyed Luce's behest, 
and also that she had administered a sound 
rating to the young man for his cowardice in 
not owning up, which no doubt he deserved. 

' I shall own up to Luce herself,' said young 
Derrett sulkily. He was a good-looking boy of 
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two-and-twenty, a clerk in the Auditor-Generars 
office. ' She knows quite well that I did not 
mean the thing, and that I no more thought of 

tripping her — than I just wanted Victor 

Degraves to come a buster; I made sure he 
was going to dance with the Slade girl, who is 
a pretty good hand at taking care of herself — 
in fact, he told me so — and how should I guess 
that he'd change at the last moment to Luce ? 
Poor little Luce T 

* Well, Tm glad you are sorry for her/ said 
Niilma. * I know, if I were Luce, Td have 
nothing more to say to you.' And as they went 
slowly round, she supposed within herself that 
this sort of thing was what Luce meant by 
'having beaux,' and decided that Malcolm 
Derrett as a possession would not appeal to 
her — Niilma — in the least, and hoped that, 
whatever happened to her, she would at least 
not come to that. 

The dance with Malcolm Derrett took place 
towards the end of the evening, and before it 
she had had her three dances with the Chief 
Justice. Perhaps they, in addition to her other 
experiences that evening, helped to raise 
Nulma's standard as regards 'beaux.' She 
reflected that Luce was not in the enjoyment 
of her privileges. Had such a man as Mr. 
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Kenward ever singled Luce out to be his 
friend, she could never have stooped to Malcolm 
Derrett. 

Kenward danced, as he did most things, 
well, but he did so with a certain reserve and 
discretion, and bestowed his favours by no 
means indiscriminately. Niilma and Miss De- 
graves were about the only two young ladies 
whom he led out, a fact observed and commented 
upon by the Leichardt's Town matrons. He 
danced with stately ease, which made his per- 
formance seem a very dignified affair compared 
with the more jerky prancings of the Bushmen 
and the Leichardt's Town youths. No one 
had a step like his, unless it were Mr. 
Pallavant the planter, who confined his atten- 
tions mostly to Lady Arthur, though he did 
twice condescend to Niilma. The girl had a 
little difficulty at first in accommodating herself 
to Kenward's gliding motion, but he supported 
her so dexterously, and steered her with such 
skill and strength, that in a minute or two they 
were in complete accord. 

'I ought never to dance with anyone but 
you,' she said breathlessly, Mf I am to keep in 
that step. I shall lose it next dance.' 

*Oh no, you won't — not if Textor is your 
partner ; he's a splendid dancer. Well, I wish 

14 
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you might never dance with anyone but me, 
Miss Goodeve, only in that case I should be 
fighting duels, I expect, and that wouldn't be 
becoming in a Chief Justice.' 

Kenward was proud, and took Lady Arthur at 
her word, not again asking her to dance with him. 
To her, the evening was one unmitigated pain, 
though she looked bright enough, played her 
part bravely, and seemed to be enjoying herself. 
It was over at last Ntilma, in her conquering 
radiance, had departed, followed by limp, 
draggled Mrs. Ferryman and her husband, to 
whom Mr. Goodeve had promised a lift home, 
for it was a great matter to the Perrymans to 
be saved the price of that return jingle. And 
Lady Arthur had put on her mask of smiles, 
and had caressingly asked the girl if she had 
had a good time. 

* Oh, thank you, thank you !' cried Nillma. 
* It has been perfect. I have enjoyed myself. 
I shall never forget my first ball.' 

* Have you arranged for any more sittings .^' 
Lady Arthur asked. 

' No ; I quite forgot. But I think the picture 
is nearly finished now — till the wattle comes 
out. Mr. Kenward is to ride out on Sunday, 
and rU ask him then ' 

And Lady Arthur turned away smarting with 
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the pain of a dagger-thrust, of which its dealer 
was quite unconscious. 

* Good-night/ said Ken ward presently. * It 
has been a wondrous success : everyone is 
charmed. You ought to be congratulated. You 
couldn't feel any doubts now/ he added in a 
lower tone, * about doing the right thing by 
Leichardt's Town. You are pronounced a 
model hostess.' 

He seemed to have forgotten the earlier 
episode. She answered not a word. Some of 
the last guests came up with unnecessary 
fervour to take their leave. There were still 
a few belated couples. Lady Arthur gave 
Kenward a look which carried him back two 
years or more — back to London ballrooms, to 
other partings, to tender lingerings when he 
had waited to take her downstairs and hand 
her into her hired brougham, perhaps to slip 
in after her on the pretence of taking a lift. 
There swept over him a flood of remorseful 
recollections. 

' You are tired out,' he said. * Let me take 
you into the supper-room and get you some 
champagne or something.' 

She accepted his arm, and they passed along 
the now empty colonnade, where the flowers 
and ferns were drooping, and some of the flags 

14—2 
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twisted awry. She stopped suddenly, as though 
another impulse had seized her. 

' No, I won't have anything, thanks. I had 
better go back ; they'll think it odd. Good- 
night.' 

* Good-night, then/ he answered curtly, and 
left her. But the next day he got a letter from 
her — a letter all passionate reproach and 
tenderness, a letter such as she might have 
written him in the old days — bidding him go to 
her. He obeyed the summons. The horses 
were waiting at the door when he rode up. 
Everyone rode in Leichardt's Town, and she 
came down in her habit. 

* Will you ride with me ?' said she, quite in 
her usual tone. * Arthur and Captain Textor 
are going to look at the new race-course. 
Arthur wants to run Brunette. We can keep 
by the river, if you like. The race-course 
doesn't interest me.' 

So they rode together, turning as soon as 
might be out of town, and taking the road by 
the river, which lay like a great blue ribbon, 
just ruffled into sparkling wavelets by the west 
wind that blew across the water, and gave a 
touch of chill to the air. It was wonderful, that 
fresh champagny breeze, laden with faint per- 
fumes of winter roses, narcissus and tuberose, 
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and with aromatic whiffs from the gum-forest 
which spread out on one side of them. It 
seemed to blow away the rancour and pain, 
and had a slightly intoxicating effect upon these 
two sensitive persons, always keenly susceptible 
to such influences. Lord Arthur and Captain 
Textor rode ahead, making little detours as the 
aide-de-camp tried Brunette over fallen logs or 
paced her over a tiny flat. By-and-by they 
turned up a side-road towards the race-course, 
but Lady Arthur, who had watched them out 
of sight among the thickening gum-trees, 
deliberately continued in the original direction. 
They cantered past a little German settlement 
of Bush huts, set in fields of bananas and pine- 
apple plantations, but rode slower as they 
found themselves in a perfectly lonely road, and 
then both grew confidential. 

She never looked so well as in her riding- 
habit, and the touch of melancholy tenderness 
and of veiled penitence in her manner made 
her particularly charming. She was clever 
enough to say nothing of Niilma at first, or of 
the jealous fears which tormented her. She 
talked to him of himself, of his prospects, of 
her hopes for him, of the prestige he would 
gain, and of his return with restored constitu- 
tion to work out a brilliant career in England. 
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She spoke plaintively of her own lot, of its 
loneliness ; of Lord Arthur s morose ways, as 
she called them ; of her broken nerves, which 
made her unreasonable and selfish sometimes ; 
of her love for him, the one ruling passion of 
her life ; of the despairing pain it brought her 
when she recognised its utter hopelessness. 

' There can only be one ending to that kind 
of thing, Outram,* she said. ' Do you think I 
haven't calculated it — that I don't grimly face 
it every day ? And as I see it coming nearer and 
nearer, I feel like the poor wretches they used 
to imprison in those shrinking iron chambers, 
which must in the end crush them slowly to 
death.' 

* Margot,' said Ken ward, * what can I say ? 
What assurances can I give you other than I 
have already given ? Tell me, and I will say 
or do anything that you wish.' 

* Give me this assurance, then. It is not a 
great deal that I ask ; but promise me, on your 
honour, that you will say no decisive words, 
will ask no girl to marry you, without first 
telling me frankly of your intention.' 

' That's a very easy assurance to give. I 
promise that, in such an event — which is not at 
all likely to take place — I will give you full and 
fair warning.' 
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* Thank you. Remember, it is a promise — 
on your honour, Outram,' she said, after a pause. 
* You hurt me last night — horribly.' 

He did not pretend to ignore her meaning. 
' I think you were unreasonable.' 

* Probably. Have I not said that I am often 
unreasonable ? But it was the first time since 
I have known you that a woman stood between 
me and you.' 

' A woman ? A child !' 

* Tell me honestly,' she went on. ' Don't 
be afraid of hurting me. Have you ever thought 
of Ntilma Goodeve as your wife ?' 

' Honestly, I have not. Such a marriage, 
putting everything else aside, would be detri- 
mental to my interests.' 

' More detrimental even than— such a bond 
as ours hias been ! I don't know. She is very 
lovely. No one in England would know that 
she was the daughter of a bullock-driver. I 
suppose she has money — or will have money. 
On the whole, I don't know why she shouldn't 
do as well as Nora Glassthwaite.' 

* You seem to forget, putting other things 
aside, as I said, that she is engaged, or half 
engaged, to Van Vechten.' 

* Is she ? Pray, who has made you certain 
of that fact. ^' 
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* She herself. There's a sort of understand- 
ing between them, which practically amounts 
to an engagement. Mai^ot, will you do me 
a favour ? Dismiss that subject once and for 
ever.' 

* Dismiss Niilma Goodeve ? That would be 
difficult. She has a way of taking the centre 
of the stage.' 

' Unconsciously.' 

' Oh, unconsciously, I grant you, at present. 
By-and-by she will discover for herself that she 
has in her the elements of drama. No doubt, 
if you do not teach her, some other obliging 
and infatuated man will.' 

Kenward gave a laugh which puzzled Lady 
Arthur. She did not ask an explanation, how- 
ever, and he did not volunteer one. 

All Leichardt's Town agreed that this was 
the gayest winter that had been known since 
the colony had been endowed with a Governor, 
and placed in a position to establish social 
precedents. The Birthday ball was only the 
beginning of a series of gaieties. The Ubi 
Downs Show next took place, the postpone- 
ment of which had almost made the Govern- 
ment House people unpopular, and fashionable 
and Ministerial Leichardt's Town departed for 
those days to that favoured district, where 
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sundry hospitalities were dispensed by the im- 
portant squatters, and where there were some 
balls and various daylight gala doings. 

Niilma Goodeve's intimacy at Government 
House caused her to be included in these 
festivities, in which she might not otherwise 
have taken part The Minister of Mines went 
up, as a matter of course, his daughter accom- 
panying him. They stayed with one of the 
squatters — it happened to be the house in 
which the Chief Justice was also quartered — 
and had an extremely good time generally. 
Ntilma had entirely got over her little fit of 
depression, and her inclination to fancy that 
the world was making sport of her and of her 
father's antecedents. Life to her just now was 
like a chapter out of one of her most interesting 
novels, or a perpetual waltz to soul-thrilling 
music, a waltz with Outram Kenward — that was 
what the highest ideal of enjoyment came to. 

She had many waltzes with him. By this 
time she had learned his step to perfection, 
and he declared that there had never been 
even an English girl so delightful to him as a 
partner. But even as he made the declara- 
tion he had felt a little stab of conscience, 
remembering certain London dances, and a 
very particular hunt ball to which he and Lady 



Digitized by 



Google 



21 8 NULMA 

Arthur Keefe had gone as fellow-guests from 
the same country-house. He had compounded 
with conscience, however, on the score that 
Margot Keefe had never been a girl for him, 
and that she was not English. Besides which, 
there was never any suggestion of, or approach 
to, love-making in his comradeship with Nidma. 
He took almost more pains than were quite 
necessary to make it clear to himself, and to 
her, that he was not a marrying man ; that 
Ntilma was to him but a beautiful child — a dear 
little friend, a sort of sister. Moreover, that 
he was very nearly twenty years older than 
she ; though he could hardly count this a bar, 
in the face of the fact which he strenuously 
maintained to himself, that she was almost, if 
not quite, engaged to Van Vechten. 

Under all these conditions, the thought of 
Lady Arthur, of her possible ground for 
jealousy, did not greatly disturb him. There 
were many opportunities also on which he 
might enjoy Ntilmas society without danger 
of causing Lady Arthur uneasiness. According 
to colonial etiquette, the Government House 
ladies did not mix with the ordinary herd, and 
were not in a general way invited to Leichardt's 
Town parties. Only when important people 
like the President of the Legislative Council, 
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the Premier, and other such dignitaries, gave 
a very grand entertainment. Lord and Lady 
Arthur attended it in a sort of semi-state, and 
as representing the Governor, who declared 
himself too old for gaieties outside those of 
Government House and the public balls he 
was bound to patronize. Occasionally also 
Lady Arthur paid informal visits to certain 
people who lived out of town, and had called 
at the Bunyas, upon the Degraves, and had 
taken afternoon tea with Mr. Van Vechten, 
that she might see the view of the river and 
town from the Bamboo Hill. But shfe did 
not go to any of the ordinary balls and dances, 
and so, being somewhat out of the run of 
Leichardt s Town gossip, was not aware how 
many the Chief Justice attended. Captain 
Textor was a discreet person, and possibly 
scented the situation, so that the report current 
in Leichardt's Town circles, that the Chief 
Justice was madly in love with NWma Good- 
eve, and that the Van Vechten marriage was 
not likely to come off, did not penetrate within 
the gates of Government House. Alas for 
Lady Arthur, however ! there were many occa- 
sions, public and private, when the attraction of 
Outram Kenward towards the young Australian 
girl seemed sufficiently evident. 
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Nulma was intensely happy, and she was so 
gay and so absorbed in her gaieties that she 
never stopped to think. The clear winter air 
was like champagne to her. She seemed to be 
treading on elastic — to be living in a sort of 
elysium, where all sounds were melody, and life 
altogether a paean of rejoicing. 

There was a little Parliamentary crisis going 
on, and her father was obliged to leave her 
almost entirely to herself. Out of the session 
it was Mr. Goodeve s habit to spend most of his 
time after office hours with his daughter, but now 
that the House was sitting he seldom got home 
till late in the evening. Van Vechten, too, being 
a member of Council, though less onerously 
burdened, had his afternoons taken up, and it 
came about that Sunday was almost the only 
day that Nulma was certain to see him. They 
did not meet at the dances, to which Mrs. 
Ferryman usually chaperoned her, as often as 
Nulma met Kenward, for Van Vechten was 
known not to be a dancing man, and his long 
retirement made people shy of asking him. 
Perhaps also there was design in his abstention 
from Niilma s society. He had laid out his part 
for himself : he would be there, always ready to 
come forward in her service at the slightest 
signal from her. When she made no signal, 
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and seemed, as now, to be enjoying herself, 
going on her conquering way happy without him, 
he would hold back and bide his opportunity. 

Thus it came about that the most prominent 
person in Nulma*s little world just then was 
Kenward. She realized this when the assizes 
came on, and when for a short time she saw 
almost nothing of him. Fortunately, the criminal 
statistics of Leichardt s Land were low this 
year — a murder by a black fellow, under cir- 
cumstances which made pity for the perpetrator, 
or doubt as to the justice of the penalty, im- 
possible, being the most harrowing. When the 
assizes were over, the Chief Justice gave him- 
self a holiday in more senses than one. Then 
he saw a great deal of Nulma. 

Already there had come off that visit to his 
* diggings * which he had suggested to Ntilma. 
Indeed, the * diggings' had been the scene of 
two informal bachelor entertainments. On the 
first occasion, all the Government House party 
which Nulma had been invited to join, including 
the old Governor himself, had ridden out to 
Minyando, the Chief Justice's new house, only 
then it had not had its name changed from that 
of Mount Stuart, bestowed by the original 
occupant This entertainment had necessarily 
been a little more elaborate than one which took 
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place later ; and the gems of modern art, about 
which Ken ward had spoken to Niilma, and 
which Lady Arthur knew very well already, had 
not been brought greatly into evidence. The 
garden, the stables, and the furniture supplied 
by a Leichardt s Town firm, had been the main 
points of interest. The Governor, who had a 
turn for horticulture, and was fond of comparing 
the tropical products of Leichardt's Land with 
those of Farnesia, had exhaustively examined 
the flower-beds ; and then they had sipped tea 
out of Dresden cups — Kenwlrd's extravagance 
— in the veranda ; had all talked more or less 
generally, Niilma contributing least to the con- 
versation ; and had ridden back in the dusk, 
Niilma taking leave of the rest at the gate of 
the Bunyas. 

However, a fortnight or so later there had 
been a second tea in the veranda, at which 
Lady Arthur had not assisted. She had been 
invited, but perhaps the Chief Justice had 
known previously that upon this day she was 
bound to entertain at Government House the 
wife and sister of that squatter who had acted as 
entertainer to the Governor during the Ubi 
Downs Show. Lady Arthur had supposed that 
the Chief Justice would postpone his tea-party. 
But he had not done so. 
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Niilma and her father were the only guests, 
and the saying had been reversed of * the more, 
the merrier,' for in this case the tiny party made 
much more merriment than the larger one had 
done. Ntilma, unoppressed by the influence of 
elders and superiors, had laughed and chattered 
like a veritable child of Nature. The mandarin 
oranges were ripe, and she had gathered and 
eaten, making the air pungent with aromatic 
odours as the peel squirted out its essence. 
Blacks' language had flowed unrebuked, for 
Kenward had encouraged it, and had gravely 
requested her to search the vocabulary for a 
native name more appropriate to the locality 
than Mount Stuart. Tea had been drunk in 
the veranda, the drawing-room inspected again, 
and the pictures, ivories, and odds and ends 
which Kenward — a collector in an unostenta- 
tious fashion — had brought out with him were 
exhibited. Finally, the place had been re- 
christened, and, Kenward solemnly declared, 
should be known henceforward and for ever as 
Minyando. 

It was July now, and a good deal had 
happened. There had been the * at homes ' at 
Government House. The Degraves had given 
a large party, and there had been a less pre- 
tentious dance at Wirrib in honour of Luce's 
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recovery, for, in spite of all melancholy prog- 
nostications, Luce was herself again ; the strain 
upon the Perrymans' finances in the shape of 
Dr. Clayton's fees had been removed, and the 
rivalry between Malcolm Derrett and Victor 
Degraves was in full swing. Besides these, 
there had been many more dances, and there 
had been riding-parties, picnics, and excursions 
to the bay in the Government steamer, all cal- 
culated to advance the little drama that was 
being played out. Now there was a great talk 
being made about a bachelors* ball, which the 
Chief Justice had been mainly instrumental in 
getting up, and which was to take place in the 
newly-erected School of Arts. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

THE SPRIG OF WATTLE. 

Mr. Goodeve was late in getting back from 
the House that evening. Though the ball had 
been fixed purposely for a Wednesday, when 
the Legislative Assembly only sat in the morn- 
ing, there had been obstructional tactics on the 
part of the Opposition, and the standing orders 
had been suspended. A general row had been 
a consequence, and nothing but the fact that 
most of the bachelors giving the ball belonged 
to the Legislative Assembly would have caused 
the House to be adjourned at all. Ntilma was 
waiting impatiently, pacing the drawing-room. 
She was dressed, according to a suggestion of 
Kenward's, in pale yellow, with a sash the 
colour of her hair, and a fan and bouquet in 
which browns and yellow were artfully mingled. 
* By George, we're going it to-night !' ex- 
claimed Mr. Goodeve, proudly surveying his 

15 
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daughter, * We are flash, my word ! It's a queer 
sort of frock, isn't it, Lulu ? Whose idea was 
that ? Rather like a tin of Colman's mustard, eh ?' 

*0h, daddy, you are not artistic! It was 
Mr. Kenward's,' added Nulma demurely. * He 
said once he'd like to see me dressed in colours 
like these, and it was he who thought out the 
whole thing. Budgery — eh, dad ?' 

* Budgery is not the word. And, I say, 
Lulu, you'll have to drop that ** budgery" of 
yours, now you're going about among grand 
English people. It won't do for them to be 
calling you the little savage.' 

' It amuses the Governor, dad. They're 
always asking me to talk black. Oh, do be 
quick and dress ! The ball will have begfun 
before we leave here.' 

Niilma's cheeks were fretted to the real tint 
of a sun-flushed apricot In fact, Kenward 
had ere this conceived the notion of another 
study of her, to be called * The Apricot Girl.' 
As he saw her come up the ballroom, he mur- 
mured to himself involuntarily : * Heavens ! 
how lovely she is !' Her brown eyes, flashing 
eagerly under the finely-accentuated brows and 
sweep of lash ; her thin little nose, perked 
forward in a sort of wondering joy ; her half- 
parted lips ; the backward throw of her head, 
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with its yellow-brown waves of hair; and the 
upturned curves of her babyish yet decisive 
chin, all gave her a singularly radiant and 
triumphant air — the air of one intoxicated with 
youth and hope, at whose feet lay the world 
and the glory thereof. 

This impression struck poignantly upon 
Margot Keefe. From her position on the dais 
at one end of the long School of Arts, where 
the ball was held, she could very well judge 
of the sensation caused by Ntilma's entrance. 
Just below her stood Van Vechten, who ad- 
vanced with deliberate eagerness, and not far 
from him, in the act of descending the two or 
three steps from the dais, was Ken ward. The 
Chief Justice's sudden halt, as the murmured 
words of admiration framed themselves, was 
eloquent to Margot, and caused her a sickening 
pain. * He is in love with her,' the poor woman 
said to herself. ' If she wanted to make him 
propose to her, he'd do it to-night. But he's 
got to keep his promise, he's got to keep his 
promise,' she went on mentally ejaculating. 
* I wonder if he'll remember.' She laughed 
under her breath — a bitter little laugh. * If he 
does remember, and keeps it, that will show 
she is not all-powerful yet.' 

• This is our dance, I believe, Lady Arthur,' 

15—2 
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said the planter, Mr. Pallavant, at her elbow ; 
and she got up and went down with him into 
the hall, where she saw Kenward with Nillma 
on his arm. 

Both Van Vechten and the Chief Justice 
wore the white badges and red camellia buds 
which marked them out as hosts. They were, 
indeed, the most important of the bachelors 
who were giving the ball. Kenward had 
opened it with- Lady Arthur, and it was then 
that the passion of anger which had been 
smouldering for weeks blazed up as she noticed 
his preoccupied manner and the anxious looks 
he kept continually casting towards the en- 
trance. She knew that he was uneasy because 
Nillma had not arrived. 

* Pray compose yourself,' she said at last. 
' It is not likely that there has been an acci- 
dent. Perhaps the Minister of Mines was late. 
I noticed that the windows of the Parliamentary 
Buildings were lighted as we drove by.' 

* Oh yes ; they are squabbling over the Land 
Bill,' he answered, with an effort to seem un- 
conscious of her rasping tone, which emphasized 
the allusion ; but his eyes gleamed sullenly. 

' No ; it is the Bill for Supply,' she returned. 
' You betray your agitation. That is neither 
dignified nor complimentary to me.' 
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' What is it that you mean, Margot ? This is 
unworthy of you.' 

* Don't call me Margot ! How dare you ? 
how dare you ?* 

Her words came in a whisper, but their in- 
tensity made them venomous. She moved 
forward to take her place in the figure. When 
she faced him again, her lips were set in a 
smile. 

* Do you remember the Bourdillons' dance ? 
she asked. * This night three years ago. 
The coincidence of dates seems appropriate, 
doesn't it ?* 

' It had not occurred to me. You have a 
good memory.' 

'A woman generally has— for those things. 
Your flower reminded me. I had a bouquet of 
pink camellias — do you remember ?' 

' Yes, I remember.' 

'You made me give you a bud. Do you 
remember that, too ? You were going to keep 
it till your dying day. Those .were your words. 
... It is your turn, I think. . . . We're both 
a long way off dying, more's the pity — for me, 
at any rate. Have you asked Miss Goodeve 
to give you a flower yet, to keep till your dying 
day ? But you wouldn't talk such melodramatic 
trash now.' 
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He muttered something almost inaudible 
about 'cruelty/ and she glided languidly to 
meet her vis-a-vis. Then came the pause again. 
She went on, in the same bitter undertone, 
always with a smile. 

* Its to be a sprig of wattle, isn't it.^ You 
won't have long to wait ; the buds are thickening. 
I looked at a shrub in the garden of Govern- 
ment House to-day. Outram, how long did 
you keep that camellia-bud T 

* I have it now.' 

* Thank you. The statement does you credit. 
Perjury, we all know, is a matter of honour on 
occasions. It would have been foolish to take 
you literally. Old flowers, old loves — there can 
be but one end to them — the dust-heap. . . . 
Don't you see that Mrs. Degraves is chassde- 
ing to you.^ — a real early Victorian chassde! 
How delightful ! . . . I beg a hundred pardons ' 
— to a gentleman next her who had hazarded 
an observation. * No, the Governor never 
dances. What a good effect the poinsettias 
make ! The Governor was saying that the 
poinsettias here are quite equal to those in 
Farnesia, which is right in the tropics, you 
know.' 

And so on through the interminable set. It 
was after having taken Lady Arthur back to 
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her seat on the dais that Kenward, descending, 
saw Niilma. 

They danced the first waltz together. This 
had been an engagement ever since the 
bachelors' ball was first talked about, and 
Niilma had fretted herself into a fever lest she 
should be late for it. She had looked forward 
to this waltz with an almost fearful hope. It 
had begun to dawn upon her lately that she was 
something more than a plaything to the Chief 
Justice, To her — she owned it now fearlessly 
to herself — he was the king of men. 

The waltz was a disappointment. She had 
expected to see a smile of delighted approval 
upon his face. Her dress had been his thought, 
and she had pranked herself out entirely to win 
his approval. But he paid her no compliment ; 
his face seemed grim, cold, and pained ; the few 
remarks he made were mechanical. What had 
she done to offend him.^ Tears filled her eyes; 
he felt her step falter. 

' Are you tired "i Shall we stop ?' he asked. 

* No ; please go on.' It was better to dance 
than to run the risk of betraying herself. 

They paused presently, and he drew back 
with her a little, but not out of the way of the 
crowd. 

* You have carried out the idea well,* he said 
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slowly, looking down at her dress. * You look 
— just as I expected/ 

' I was afraid you didn't like it ; Tm glad you 
think it's nice.' 

He gave a queer, moved litde laugh. 

* It is perfect You are a dream. I shall 
always think of you as I see you now — when I 
think of you in times to come, and we are far 
apart from each other.' 

His words seemed to suggest a leave-taking- 
She glanced at him with pained bewilderment. 

' You are not — going away ?' 

'There are other kinds of apartness than 
that which distance makes. Nulma, are you 
rested ? Shall we go on again ?' 

He put his arm round her waist, and they 
finished the dance. Instead of taking her, as 
she had hoped, along a palm-lined corridor 
which led to a sort of sitting-out room, he 
walked with her twice round the hall in the 
ring of promenaders, and then asked her if she 
would like to go on the dais. Van Vechten 
intervened as they were about to mount the 
steps. 

* The next is my dance, Niilma ;' and Ken- 
ward bowed and withdrew. Just then other 
young gentlemen came up, begging for dances, 
and Niilma remembered that Kenward had not 
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put his name down upon her programme, and 
wondered if he did not mean to ask her again. 
She had never yet been with him at a dance 
when he had not taken at least three waltzes. 
She looked at her card in sickening perplexity. 
There were only two waltzes left, and these 
were very low down. 

'May I see your card, Nulmai*' said Van 
Vechten when they had found a seat. He 
examined the hieroglyphs. The Chief Justice's 
initials, he saw, were not among them, and there 
were the two blank spaces. * May I have 
these i^' he asked. 

She hesitated. 

*Yes; and — Uncle Van, if I should want 
them you won't mind.* 

His lips twitched and the heart within him 
felt sore. 

* I told you, my dear, long ago, to make use 
of me in that way as in any other,' he answered. 

*Oh, Uncle Van, how good you are!* The 
girls eyes were brimming. 

* What's the matter, child ? Are you not 
enjoying yourself.*^ Has anything gone wrong ?* 

' Everything has gone wrong !' exclaimed 
Nulma impetuously, * I thought I was going 
to be so happy, and Tve done something — I 
don't know what. It's all different.' 
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* Different from what you expected. Poor 
little Ntilma ! Can you tell me how, my dear ?' 

The girl flushed deeply. 

* No, Uncle Van; don't ask me. Never 
mind. Let us go back and see the people 
dancing. It — its dull sitting here.' 

Ken ward was waltzing with Miss Degraves. 
Luce Ferryman whirled by radiant in the arms 
of Malcolm Derrett. Lady Arthur glided 
gracefully round, piloted by Mr. Pallavant 
She stopped before Nulma when the dance 
was over. 

' Come and sit beside me, child ; I have not 
seen you for a week. I want to know what 
you have been doing. Bring her up to the 
Governor, Mr. Van Vechten ; he wants to look 
at her dress.' 

All the important people — the Ministers* 
wives, the squatters' wives, the wives of the 
heads of departments even — sat on the dais. 
Mrs. Ferryman was there, and beckoned to 
Nulma ; and Mrs. Degraves gave her a smile 
and nod. But Lady Arthur, breaking from 
her escort, put her hand within the girl's arm, 
and led' her to the Governor and her husband, 
who were standing talking to the Minister of 
Mines. He all the time had been absently 
watching NMma. 
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' Isn't she delicious — a sweet little ripe apricot 
growing on a wattle-bough! Doesn't she do 
credit to her designer ?' said Lady Arthur. 

* And who is that ?' asked the Governor. 
' What's the black for ** perfectly charming," 
Miss Nulma ? 

'Cobbon budgery,' promptly replied Ntilma. 

'The Chief Justice designed her,' said Lady 
Arthur. * I know his scheme of colouring.' 

Something in her tone struck her husband. 
He looked at her keenly from under his thick, 
fair lashes. 

' Did he design ball-dresses for you ?' 

' Many times — when you were in India. He 
designed them for Miss Glassthwaite, too, 
though that is natural enough. Niilma, sit 
here. Tell me, shall you be at home to-morrow 
afternoon ?' 

' Yes — why, of course, if you want me to be, 
Lady Arthur.' 

' I want you to be at home because I am 
going to ride out, and because I want to have a 
quiet chat with you. I've something to tell 
you — a warning to give,' she added in a lower 
tone. 

' A warning !' repeated Ntilma. 

*Yes, my dear little unsophisticated Aus- 
tralian — a warning against sophisticated men 
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of the world. Now you are going to be 
carried off. How many dances have you given 
to Mr. Ken ward this evening ?' 

' He has not asked me for any, except the 
first waltz ; and I had been engaged to him for 
that long before/ answered Nulma. 

But Kenward came deliberately towards her 
a dance or two later. 

* Miss Goodeve, may I have the honour of 
dancing another waltz with you ?' She held 
out her programme to him with a reproachful 
shake of her head. ' Filled up ! I might have 
expected that, and Tm afraid I deserve it for 
not having secured you sooner. But one has 
duties this evening,' he added indistinctly. * I 
must throw myself on your mercy. Is there 
really nothing that you can give me ?* 

She pointed to one of those against which 
* C. V. v.* was written. 

' I don't think Mr. Van Vechten would mind.' 

'I'm afraid I can't quite believe that; but I 
will take them both thankfully.' He handed 
her back the programme, having scribbled his 
initials over the others, and his eyes met hers 
with a fierce, troubled look, that thrilled and 
made her happy once more. *You are very 
sweet and true. Forgive me, Nulma,' he mur- 
mured 
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Oh yes, he was forgiven. It would have 
needed worse wrong than that to make her 
implacable towards him. And yet the child's 
pride was wounded — her heart was bitter. He 
should see that she was not a mere toy— that 
she was something more than a sprig of wild 
wattle, to be plucked and thrown aside. 

She was very silent during the waltz. No, 
she did not want to rest ; she was not tired — 
not the least bit — she could dance on all night. 
And when it was over, she did not want, either, 
to sit down, and she thought Uncle Van, who 
was to take her in to supper, would be waiting 
for her; and so would Mr. Ken ward take her 
back, please, to daddy or Mrs. Ferryman ? 

The second waltz was three lower. Some 
of the elder people had gone, the Governor 
among them. Captain Textor had gone with 
him. Lord Arthur remained with Lady Arthur, 
for whom the carriage was to return. She was 
dancing more than usual to-night. 

It happened after supper. Perhaps that had 
something to do with the sudden impulse that 
overcame the Chief Justice. An hour before, 
he had believed himself firmly steeled in the 
resolve that N Wma should never know he loved 
her. He had been tempted, but he had re- 
pelled temptation. For weeks he had been 
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drifting on, not allowing himself to realize his 
position. To-night, his keen anxiety at her 
non-appearance, his emotion at the sight of 
her, and, above all, Lady Arthurs reproaches, 
had brought it with overwhelming force before 
him. He told himself that there was but one 
woman to whom he was in honour bound — 
'honour rooted in dishonour,' he bitterly quoted 
in his thoughts — but none the less did the 
shackles of his old love hold him. While she 
remained at Government House he must put 
the notion of marriage out of his mind. It was 
of no use to argue that she had practically 
released him — that she herself recognised the 
injustice of chaining him for life to a hopeless 
passion. It was as vain to assert that the 
passion was dead, the mad fever over — that 
she had no right to claim him as her bond- 
slave any longer. He was her slave, notwith- 
standing, and he could not be Nulma's husband. 
Ah, but the dream had been sweet! To 
clasp that young, fresh, beautiful creature in 
his arms ; to start life anew, rebaptized in the 
waters of her pure affection ; to have the pros- 
pect, now as middle age was advancing, of 
dear interests and responsibilities ; of a home 
gladdened by wife and children — this seemed 
to him as the vision of an impossible paradise ; 
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and the angel at the gate, forbidding, took 
the shape of a pale, smiling, hothouse-flower 
woman in yellow and diamonds, with long eyes 
gleaming between narrowed lids, and parted, 
crinkly hair — the shape of Margot Keefe. 

It seemed to Ntilma, too, that she and Ken- 
ward were whirling together in a dream. She 
had a dim consciousness of Van Vechten's eyes 
following her sadly, and of something fierce 
and disquieting in those of Lady Arthur, which 
she surprised continually as she flew past the 
dais. Kenward murmured to her as they 
waltzed, in wild half-sentences, which said little 
and yet told so much. Before the music 
stopped, as she hung dizzily upon his arm while 
they were drawing back through the crowd, he 
turned abruptly down the palm-decorated pas- 
sage, and, following it beyond the flag-draped 
doorway into a sitting-room, brought her on to 
a veranda, screened by creepers from the road- 
way, and dimly lighted by one or two Chinese 
lanterns. 

'Nobody has found this out yet,' he said; 
* we have it all to ourselves. Niilma ' 

He uttered her name with a tender inflexion 
in his voice, and paused, as though he were 
afraid of himself. She withdrew her hand from 
his arm, and stood, her head bent a little over 
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her bouquet, which she held up in her two 
hands. Her attitude was child-like^ yet full of 
a certain native dignity. 

' I have never truly known till now how 
sweet you are/ he exclaimed, and for a moment 
put his hand upon hers which clasped the 
bouquet. ' If I only dared to say to you what 
is in my heart.' 

'Is it so difficult to speak ? Why are you 
afraid ?' She laughed, but her voice trembled. 

* It would not be difficult, if I could put the 
clock back ten years, so that I should stand ten 
years nearer to you. Then I should not be 
afraid. Now I am afraid, because I am not 
fit to ask for your love — because I have no 
right ' 

' No,' she interrupted, her voice deepened by 
a girl's innocent passion and wounded pride ; 
* I know it isn't that. It's because you think I 
have no right to go into your world — because 
you think I'm not fit. Tm only, what you 
.called me — a sprig of Bush wattle, that you like 
to play with for a little while, arid that, when 
you are tired of it, you can throw away. Oh ! 
I understand very well, Mr. Ken ward. I think 
I've got wiser about some things since I've 
known you — and Lady Arthur.' 

Her unconscious coupling of him with the 
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other woman was again to him like the pain of 
a sting. 

' No ; you don't understand. How could 
you understand ? Don't you know how high I 
rate you ? Don't you know that to accuse me 
of any such belittling thought of you is unjust, 
cruel ?' 

* I did not know. I only know that daddy 
and I are different, and — and, it doesn't matter.' 

* It does matter. It matters all the world to 
me, anyhow, that you should at least do me 
justice, NWma. The truth was forced home 
upon me when I saw you come into the ball- 
room this evening, so radiant in your lovelir 
ness and your innocent girlhood.' 

* The truth ?' 

* That I cannot tell you — that I must not 
tell you — to-night. But to-morrow ' 

* It is already to-morrow,' Niilma answered. 
' Listefu' 

The clock above the School of Arts was 
ringing out three. 

' To-day, then, I will tell you, but not now. 
This afternoon I'm coming out to the Bunyas. 
I'm coming to see if the wattle is yet nearly in 
bloom. This is August the twelfth, child, and 
the eighteenth is your birthday. On your birth- 
day, you said, the wattle was always out' 

16 
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Nulma gave a little shy laugh. 

' See, I wanted to show you this before, but 
you wouldn't let me think you cared. 1 
gathered it to-day.* 

She held out her bouquet, and, parting the 
yellow rosebuds and the sprigs of jasmine and 
orange azalea of which it was composed, showed 
buried in the centre a little sprig of fluffy 
wattle. She drew it half out from its hiding- 
place. 

'Give it to me, Niilma,* he said. 'Give it 
to me in token of something sweeter still, to 
keep till to-morrow.* 

Niilma flushed deeply. She hesitated a 
moment, then simply held the sprig to him. 
Her brown eyes met his straightly. Kenward 
felt that he should never forget that look — it 
had the utter candour, the pathetic appeal, of a 
dog*s eyes when it looks at its master. 

He took the sprig of wattle, and was senti- 
mental enough to touch it with his lips before 
he transferred it to his breast-pocket. Just 
then, the rustle of silk which had been inter- 
mittently sounding along the corridor, mingling 
with the distant blare of the band, gave place 
to a mocking little laugh which Kenward 
knew; and then a voice, which he knew too, 
spoke. 
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' She is here, you see, Mr. Goodeve ; if you 
want to march off with your prey, you shall 
hand me over to Mr. Kenward, who will see 
me safe back. Arthur is getting impatient, 
and the carriage is waiting.' 

Margot Keefe advanced. Kenward stood 
motionless as a criminal detected in his crime. 
Margot's eyes flashed at him for an instant 
before she addressed the young girl. Nulma 
turned to her with that rapt, confiding look still 
in her brown eyes. Lady Arthur felt that she 
could interpret the look, 

'We have been hunting for you, my dear. 
I wanted to ask you, before I go, whether it 
will suit you as well if I come for luncheon 
to-morrow, instead of later. Arthur has made 
some plan with the Governor for us to go and 
see the new waterworks in the afternoon i^ 

* Why, of course Nulma will be delighted,' 
put in Mr. Goodeve. ' All times are alike to 
her. I wish I could be at the Bunyas to do 
the honours, Lady Arthur ; but you must take 
the girlie as she is, and they'll give you some- 
thing to eat, anyhow. You might ask Mrs. 
Ferryman to come across. Lulu.' 

'Oh, not for worlds!' interrupted Lady 
Arthur. ' I have the greatest respect for Mrs. 
Ferryman, but it's Nulma I want to have a chat 

16 — 2 
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with. Then, about twelve ; For I must get 
away directly after luncheon.' 

'Thank you/ replied Nulma mechanically. 
'Oh yes ; that will do beautifully.' What did 
anything matter — up to the afternoon ? Her 
sun would not rise till about five o'clock. 

*Lulu/ said the Minister of Mines, 'you 
must come along directly. IVe lost my beauty- 
sleep ; and I've got to be at the office pretty 
early to-morrow, and we shall be having an 
all-night sitting in the House, most likely. 
Besides, they'll be playing "God save the 
Queen " here in a minute or two.' 

* They won't be so rude as to play it till I've 
gone,* said Lady Arthur. * But it's time for 
good little girls to be in bed, and for naughty 
grown women too. Mr. Ken ward, do you 
mind taking me back to the ballroom ? I've 
something I want to say to you before we go.' 

Kenward bowed without a word. 

* Then, good-night, Lady Arthur. I'm sure 
I'm very much obliged to you for all your 
kindness!' said the Minister of Mines. 'Say 
good-night. Lulu. Good-night, Chief Justice/ 

Ntilma put out her hand to Lady Arthur, 
and murmured something about expecting her 
on the morrow. Then she turned to Kenward 

'Good-night!' 
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' Good-night \' he answered. Lady Arthur 
watched the lingering contact of the fingers. 
' I shall see you to-morrow/ he added. 

Niilma and her father left the balcony. The 
other two remained facing each other for a 
moment or two in silence. Lady Arthur spoke 
first. 

* So the end has come ; and I go — to the 
dust-heap !' she said. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE WOMAN STRIKES. 

Kenward gazed miserably at his companion. 
Under such circumstances, the man's position 
must always be abject. He stands self-con- 
victed, a perjurer, a traitor to sworn allegiance. 
' Margot,' he said, * I know that you look 
upon me as wholly false and contemptible. 
I have nothing to put forward in extenuation 
of myself except this : The position had 
become impossible, and you recognised it to 
be so when you offered me my freedom.' 

* Which you refused to accept, with some 
tender protestations. It*s true, then ; the 
legitimate has conquered, as it always does 
in the long-run. Do you mean to tell her — 
about me ?' 

* Margot, you need not put more daggers into 
me than are actually necessary. . . . Nothing 
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IS settled/ he added. ' I don't even know that 
she cares for me/ 

* Oh, is that all ? I am glad, at any rate, that 
you have had the decency to give me notice 
of my discharge. I wondered if you would 
remember your promise.' 

* I have not asked her to marry me, if that's 
what you mean/ he answered ; ' I will not do 
so if you forbid it/ 

' Thank you ; I have no voice in the matter. 
You have made your choice. I trust that the 
Fates may send you happiness.' 

' It would be more to the purpose, perhaps, 
if you invoked the Fates on her bdialf,' he 
said bitterly. 

' Or on poor Mr. Van Vechten's ; he is the 
person outside myself whom I pity most in 
the concern. Now, Mr. Kenward, will you 
take me back to my husband ?' 

* Margot, do we part like this ; will you not 
say one kind word to me — one word of forgive- 
ness ? Let us at least be friends.* 

* Friends !' she repeated in scorn. ' How like 
a man ! No, we are not friends ; we never 
have been ; we never shall be. From the day 
that you become NWma Goodeve's acknow- 
ledged lov.er, there will be a great gulf fixed 
between you and me. And all the years of 
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my life will have been swallowed up in that 
gulf — the years of my life, and everything 
that made them worth the living.' 

He gave a low groan. 

' / have done this thing to you.' 

' You, and none other. This was not the 
ending you contemplated, was it, when you 
asked me for that camellia bud at the Bour- 
dillons' ball three years ago ? I saw her give 
you the bit of wattle ; but that's only to be 
kept till to-morrow. Well, I was wiser than 
you ; I knew what I was doing. For me, the 
spectre stood always there in the background — 
even in the good days — the spectre of the young 
girl. And I have watched it creep nearer 
and nearer, till I have seen and known that 
it was NWma. . . . Come, there's no use in 
talking, and Arthur will be wondering. It 
would be a pity if he were to become melo- 
dramatic now ; that would indeed be an anti- 
climax.' 

She put her hand on his arm, and they 
walked back to the ballroom in perfect silence. 
Lord Arthur was watching for them, a sullen 
scowl on his heavy face. He made no remark 
to Kenward, but almost roughly took posses- 
sion of his wife. They went home alone in 
the carriage, and all the way he never spoke 
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a word. But whether she looked at him or not, 
she was conscious of his eyes with that dull, 
ferocious gleam in them, which of late had got 
more and more on her nerves. It frightened 
her. 

She lay awake till the sun rose, calm and 

desperate in her desolation ; she felt that she 

did not care what happened, so long only that 

Niilma did not become Outram Kenward's wife. 

» » » » » 

There was, however, nothing tragic in Lady 
Arthur's appearance or manner when, dressed 
in her riding-habit, a bunch of violets pinned 
into her bodice, her gold-mounted whip in her 
hand, she stepped on to the veranda of the 
Bunyas. Nulma was coming in from the planta- 
tion, carrying some branches of wattle. She 
looked very spring-like in a white dress, with 
only a gauzy handkerchief on her head. The 
sun was bright, the day hot for August, and 
the roses on the veranda were in bloom, while 
the deutzia was putting forth its little white 
spires, and the heavy biinya branches were 
flecked with buds of shining green. 

* Look,' said Niilma, showing her wattle : 
* I have never known it dut so early before.' 

* Then, Mr. Kenward will now be able to 
finish the picture,' rejoined Lady Arthur. * No, 
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my dear, I don't think Til come in; it's 
pleasanter sitting here, and I shall keep my 
veil down, if you please,' as NWma offered to 
untie the gauze veil twisted round her riding- 
hat. ' I can't afford, like you, to defy the 
ravages of a late night, and I'd rather not 
exhibit myself a battered wreck, with nothing 
between me and the light of day.' 

' Why, Lady Arthur, you don't look in the 
least bit battered, and you have more colour 
than usual. There's no one so beautiful as 
you,' said Niilma, in frank admiration. 

' Except a certain little girl, who possesses 
what I have lost for ever — youth, freshness, 
and wild-flower charm. That's what appeals, 
especially to a man like Outram Kenward, who 
has lived his life among women of the old- 
world conventional type, and finds change 
refreshing for a time.' 

Niilma flushed uneasily. Lady Arthur's 
words and tone grated. 

' Why do you say that about Mr. Kenward ?' 
she asked in a low voice. 

* Because we are old friends, and I am 
interested in hiiji, and anxious that his career 
may be successful. He had the prospect of 
great things if his health had not broken down. 
He would have had a seat in the House ; he 
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might have risen before very long, perhaps, to 
a seat in the Cabinet He would have married 
a rich and well-born woman. He may do all 
this still — when he returns to England.' 

Lady Arthur spoke very deliberately. She 
had seated herself in a deep squatter's chair 
and leaned back, the light gauze veil obscuring 
her features, except the brilliant eyes, which 
turned with slow restlessness from one object 
to another, lying in wait, as it were, between 
her half-opened lids. As she spoke, she pulled 
to pieces a bit of wattle Ntilma had brought in, 
casting one downy ball after another upon the 
floor. The action pained the girl, and she 
made an involuntary movement to protect the 
remaining clusters. But Lady Arthur stretched 
out her hand as soon as she had destroyed one 
spray, and took another, which she began to 
shred in its turn. Nillma could bear it no 
longer. She gathered up the wattle in her 
hands and held it on her lap. 

Lady Arthur suddenly bent a long, searching 
look upon Nillma. 

' My dear child, I am very much interested 
in you also. I should be so sorry if you were 
made unhappy.' 

* Will you tell me, please, what you mean ?' 

* You mustn't be angry with me. I am 
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years older than you are. I know the world. 
I know men. What is more to the point, I 
know Outram Kenward. I know that his 
ruling passion is ambition, and that if in a 
moment of impulse he were led into a step 
likely afterwards to injure his career, he would 
repent it as long as he lived.' 

Nillma fluttered like a bird trapped. ' I 
don't know why you should say that to me. I 
am not likely to do anything which could injure 
Mr. Kenward's career.* 

' No, dear,' said Lady Arthur cruelly. * He 
is more likely, Tm afraid, to injure yours. 
Everyone can see that he is greatly attracted 
by you ; and what is more likely than that you 
should be flattered by his attentions, and that 
you should grow to care for one so brilliant and 
so well versed in the art of charming.*^ But 
that would be such a sad pity, Nillma.* 

•Would it be a pity,' murmured the girl, *if 
he, too, cared ?' 

*Yes, it would still be a terrible pity. 
Beautiful and delightful as you are, child, you 
are too young, too unsophisticated, to hold him 
when the novelty has worn ofi*— that is, if he 
were free to ask you to marry him.' 

* Free !' Nillma remembered Kenward's 
words at the ball : * J cannot tell you ... I 
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must not tell you to-night/ Had they meant 
that he was, as Lady Arthur insinuated, bound 
to another woman ? And if so, how then could 
he be free to tell her of his love to-day ? She 
had not thought much of his words at the time; 
she had been too deeply absorbed in the sweet 
sudden conviction that he loved her. Now 
the words and the image they evoked seemed 
luridly illuminated in her imagination. Her 
beseeching eyes vaguely interrogated Lady 
Arthur. 

' He has not told you ? But, of course, how 
should he.*^ He was not free when he left 
England. He was bound to a woman whom 
he loved, and who loved him. I am very 
sorry for that other woman. I know her,' and 
I know the blow his faithlessness would be to 
her. I am very sorry for him, too, because I 
know that in his deepest heart he loves that 
other woman, and would always regret having 
lost her.' 

There was silence. Lady Arthur finished 
the destruction of her wattle spray. She 
plucked off the last tiny unfledged ball and cast 
the stalk away on to the gravel path beyond the 
veranda. She had a savage satisfaction in the 
fancy flashing through her mind, that the act 
was typical of another work of destruction just 



Digitized by 



Google 



254 nOlMA 

accomplished. She had ruthlessly plucked 
away all the tender buds of a love newly 
blossoming in a young girls heart, and had 
deprived a woman s life of that which, should be 
its crowning joy and sweetness. 

She stretched forward and patted the girl's 
hand, but Nillma shrank from the touch, her 
old half-feeling of antagonism to Lady Arthur 
stirred to a fierce-flaming repulsion. What 
right had the woman to come here and taunt 
and humiliate her so ? 

* I have told you the truth, my dear,* said 
Lady Arthur softly. * I don't pretend it is as 
much for your sake as for his, and for the sake 
of that other woman who has a prior claim 
upon him ; but it is greatly for your sake, too, 
and because I think it right that the truth 
should be known to you.' 

Then Niilma showed that, of whatever poor, 
plebeian stuff she might be made, it was at 
least not coward's stuff. She got up, drawing 
her tall, slim form to its full height, and lifting 
her little stag-head, with its straight, proud 
look, out above and beyond her tormentor. 

'Thank you, Lady Arthur. You are very 
good ; and I am sure that Mr. Kenward ought 
to be very much obliged to you, and that other 
lady, too. But, you see, it hasn't mattered in 
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the least, for Mr. Kenward had never made 
love to me at all ; and if he had, it would not 
have made any difference to me, because — I 
ought to have told you — I am engaged to be 
married to Mr. Van Vechten.' 

* Brave baby !' murmured Lady Arthur to 
herself. * That was well done.* And aloud : 
* I congratulate you, dearest Nulma, with all 
my heart. There is no one in Leichardt's 
Land I like so much and respect so truly as 
Mr. Van Vechten. You will be very happy.' 

* Yes ; I shall be very happy,' repeated 
Ntilma a little wildly. • I think, if you don't 
mind, that Til put the wattle in water, as it 
withers so soon, and then Til go and wash my 
hands for luncheon. I was gardening when 
you came, and it must be luncheon-time now.' 

She left Lady Arthur in the veranda, went 
straight to the old schoolroom at the back of 
the house, where she always arranged her 
flowers, put the wattle into a vase, and carried 
it into the drawing-room. Then she went back 
again into the schoolroom, sat down, and pre- 
pared to write. She sat a moment with her 
pen poised, and a great wave of pain swept 
over her, shaking her whole body in inward 
sobbing. She hardly knew how to bear the 
agony, and fought with it as for dear life, 
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crushing down the choking pain which seemed 
to take away her breath. ' I must not — I must 
not/ she kept saying to herself, and then dashed 
off her note. It had no formal beginning. 

' I want to see you. I must see you, as 
soon, please, as you can come — before four. 
Please come. — NtLMA.* 

This she directed to Caspar Van Vechten 
at his office, and took out to the stable-yard, 
bidding her father's groom ride at once with 
it to Leichardt's Town. 

Luncheon was oil* the table when she went 
back, having also washed her hands, smoothed 
her hair, and endeavoured as far as she could 
to hide the traces of that recent horrible pain, 
which remained still upon her face, and gave it 
a curiously wan and tense look, out of keeping 
with its girlish contours. To her relief, Luce 
Ferryman was sitting in the veranda with Lady 
Arthur. Luce had not been invited, but invi- 
tations to meals were not necessary formalities 
between Wirrib and the Bunyas, and Luce 
was very much in the habit of running in to 
share Niilma's luncheon when she felt in a 
mood for a gossip. She would have run away 
now, for she was afraid of Lady Arthur, but 
Ntilma insisted upon her remaining. 
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They talked mostly of the ball, of the deco- 
rations, of the dresses, Luce shyly deferring 
to Lady Arthur, Niilma chattering with the 
audacity of desperation. Very soon Lady Arthur 
ordered her horse and bade the girls farewell, 
kissing Niilma, and whispering as she did so : 

* Is it a secret, my dear, or may I tell the 
Governor ? He will be so interested.' 

' Not quite yet, please. Everybody will know 
it very soon, but not quite yet' 

' Very well. You shall come, then, yourself 
and tell the Governor ; I shall write to you and 
fix a day for luncheon, and perhaps for the last 
sitting, now that the wattle is out.' 

The two girls were alone. Niilma took long 
strides up and down the veranda, walking like 
one possessed. 

* What is it, Lulu ?* cried Luce anxiously. 
* What is the matter with you } You look 
queer, somehow. And what did Lady Arthur 
mean.^ What is it that you are to tell the 
Governor yourself ? Oh, my goodness. Lulu !* 
she called out, for the girl would not pause in 
her wild walk. * It isn't— they were saying last 

night Oh, Lulu, youVe not engaged to 

the Chief Justice, are you } You'd have surely 
told me before anybody else ?* 

' No, no, no T shrieked Niilma. * And for 
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what should I tell you first ? Why should I 
tell you anything ? Go away, Luce. I don't 
want to talk to-day. I want to be by myself.* 

* Something has happened !* exclaimed Luce. 
* I know it. And you look as if for two pins 
you'd burst out crying . . . and you won't tell me 
whether you're engaged or not. I think it's 
awfully unkind, Ntilma, when I came over here 

this morning expressly to tell you ' and 

Luce blushed, and hung her untidy flaxen head. 

* What — that you are engaged, is it ? I 
guessed as much last night. Malcolm Derrett, 
I suppose?' 

* You know it couldn't be anyone but Mal- 
colm. It was last night. And mother is so 
angry, and says I must be silly to think of 
marrying a bank clerk on a hundred and fifty 
pounds a year ; and that it*s throwing away my 
chances, when there's you that everyone says 
has managed to catch the Chief Justice.' 

* Luce, be silent !' cried poor tortured Nidma. 
*You are wrong; and it's an insult to me for 
people to be saying such things. Go away. 
Oh, I don't mean to be unkind. I'm sure that 
I congratulate you— on Malcolm Derrett. I'm 
glad you are so fond of one another. But I've 
got other things to think of now, and I want to 
be alone.' 
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Luce departed angry and aggrieved. 

* I don't know what's come over you, Niilma/ 
she cried in sobbing reproach. * It s ever since 
you Ve been taken up and spoiled by all that 
Government House lot ; and now you haven't 
a word for your old friends.' 

But Ntilma went on unheedingly. 

She was still pacing the veranda like some 
restless, wounded creature when Van Vechten 
rode up. He had lost no time in answering her 
summons. He dismounted, and, calling the 
groom to take the horse, went up to her, startled 
by something unusual in her face and expression. 
Niilma gave a little cry, and put her hands in 
his, leading him into the drawing-room. 

* Oh, Uncle Van, it was like you to come at 
once !' 

* Of course I have come at once. Don't you 
know that I would fly to the end of the world 
if you sent for me. What is it, Niilma, my 
child? My little darling, what can I do for 
you?' 

* You can marry me. Uncle Van. That's 
what I want ; that's what I've sent to you for. 
I want you to say that you'll marry me.' 

* Niilma, this isn't a joke, is it ? What do you 
mean? Why send for me in such a strange, 
wild way to tell me— that ? Child, has any- 
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thing happened to you ? Speak, Ntilma. Tell 
me, has anyone hurt or insulted you ?' 

* Yes ; IVe been hurt, Uncle Van — I've been 
insulted. No ; I don't suppose she meant that. 
Don't ask me ; it doesn't matter now/ 

* She ! There's a woman in it, then ? Well, 
I will ask you nothing that you'd rather not 
tell ; only don't play with me, N ill ma, my dear. 
That hurts, too.' 

* Tm not playing with you, Uncle Van. I 
wouldn't hurt you for the whole world ; I care 
for you too much.' 

With a quick, passionate movement Van 
Vechten lifted up her two hands, and held them 
crushed s^ainst his breast 

'Ntdma,' he said, 'don't tell me things like 
that unless you mean them, my dear. If you 
do mean that, you make me very happy.' 

* Of course I mean it. I sent for you in such 
a hurry because there isn't much time, because 
I want to be able to say this afternoon that I'm 
going to be your wife. I've said it already. 
I've told Lady Arthur. You won't throw me 
over now, Uncle Van ? You promised ' 

* I promised !' he repeated bewilderedly. 

* Ah ! don't you remember ? We both 
promised. You said that if I should ever find 
out that I wanted to marry you, and were to 
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come to you and tell you frankly, you'd take me, 
and be the proudest, happiest man on earth. 
Those were your words, Uncle Van. And so I 
do now come to you frankly, and tell you that 
I want to marry you. Won't you keep your 
promise ? You didn't make any conditions ; it 
was to be a bargain between us. Won't you 
take me ?' 

*Yes, I will keep my promise, Nulma. I 
will take you as my wife under any, every, or 
no conditions. I shall be the happiest and 
proudest man on earth. I shall love you till 
my dying day, and I will do my best to earn 
your love.' 

' Thank you, Uncle Van.' His solemnity 
awed her, and there was a pledge in her brown 
eyes. ' I, too, will do my best to be a true and 
loving wife to you,' she answered. 

* Nillma,' he said, still with great solemnity, 
* do you know what it means — this marrying, 
this giving of yourself for life to one man, and 
one man only ? For life, Ntdma, remember.' 

* Yes,' said the girl sadly ; * I know now what 
it means. I didn't quite before when you asked 
me ; I do now.' 

Her tone stirred a new dread in him, which 
he knew would ever stand between him and 
her. The dread forced him to speak. 
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* NWma, there were to be no conditions, and 
I make none, I only beg you to tell me whether 
you are doing this because you have chosen me 
from all other men as the one you most care for 
— the one you trust most implicitly ; or whether 
it is out of some womanish impulse — pique, 
perhaps — because some other man whom you 
do love has wounded your pride and treated 
you badly ? Tell me, Nulma.' 

*Yes, Uncle Van. I'll tell you that I do 
care for you, and that I trust you beyond any 
other man in the world. Is that enough ?' 

* It is enough. And so I take you, NWma, 
for my promised wife.' He put his arms round 
her, and, drawing her close to his breast, kissed 
her on her lips long and tenderly ; he drew her 
to the sofa and made her sit by him. * Ntilma,* 
he said, * from to-day our relation towards each 
other is a totally different one. We shall never 
be the same again.' 

' Yes, Uncle Van.' 

There was something to him inexpressibly 
sweet in the shy movement by which she marked 
her sense of the new relation, putting her hand 
softly on his, and then on the dangling seal and 
pencil-case which hung from his watch-chain, 
which she played with timidly. 

* Is that your crest, Uncle Van i^ 
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* You mustn't call me Uncle Van any more, 
dearest ; it isn't natural now/ 

' What shall I call you ?' 

' By my name — Caspar. Say it, Nillma,' 

• Caspar. It s a nice name ; I like it. 
Caspar Van Vechten. I shall be Nillma Van 
Vechten. That's prettier than Niilma Goodeve.' 

•/shall certainly think it so, my dear.' 

* Caspar, there's something I want you to do 
for me. Will you do it ?' 

• I'll try.' 

' I want you to persuade daddy to go away 
for a change, and to take me with him. There's 
the Intercolonial Congress now at Melbourne. 
They asked him to go, and he was talking about 
it the other day ; and I said Td rather stay here, 
and so he decided to refuse ; but I'd like to go. 
I'd like to get away from Leichardt's Town 
now at once ; and I could get my trousseau in 
Melbourne, and perhaps you could come too. 
Will you talk to him, and put it all right ? 
Don't you think it would be a good thing, 
Caspar ?' 

' Yes, I think it might be a very good thing,' 
he answered slowly. ' I will see what I can do 
about it. I have no doubt that, even if one of 
the other Ministers has settled to go, the thing 
could be altered.' 
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*And, Caspar, when you go away, will you 
call at the Mines office, and will you tell daddy? 
And then — ^you can tell anyone else you please. 
I'd like them all to know.' 

He looked at her flushed face anxiously. 
Her eagerness for publicity fretted him, and 
stirred up that dread which was the drop of 
gall in his happiness. But he was glad, too, 
that her mind was so firmly fixed. She meant 
to give herself no chance of wavering. And 
what did it matter, even if her girlish fancy had 
been touched, her girlish pride wounded ? He 
had not expected anything from her but a 
childish affection, which it should be his one 
care and joy to ripen into a woman's enduring 
love. He was not afraid ; once she was his 
wife, all the rest would fade into a dream of the 
morning. 

' Do you want me to call upon all the 
Ministers, and all the heads of departments, 
and all the bank managers, and proclaim aloud 
that I am the proudest and happiest man in the 
world ?' he asked, with his slow smile. ' I am 
quite pleased to do it, if it will give you any 
satisfaction.' 

• No, no ! but you know what I mean. And 
you will tell daddy ? I want daddy to know 
before he gets back this evening. And I want 
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everything to be settled about the conference, 
and our going to Melbourne. You had better 
go now, Caspar.' 

' Yes, dear ; I have business to attend to. 
And I will come again this evening.' 

He kissed her again and left her. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

NtlLMA's FATE. 

NtiLMA would not give herself time to break 
down before four o'clock arrived. She walked 
in the garden ; she gathered flowers ; she fed 
the Arab in the stables; she fidgeted about 
the drawing-room ; she ran races with the 
dogs, and when Kenward appeared, she came 
in, her cheeks pink, her eyes bright, radiant, he 
thought, with happiness and expectation. He 
himself looked haggard and anxious. Such of 
the night as had been left him after the ball he 
had passed sleeplessly. Margot Keefe's words 
haunted him, and Margot Keefe's image 
continually effaced in his imagination that 
sweet girlish face, upon which his fancy loved 
to dwell. But the thing was done. He loved 
Nulma; he meant to make her his wife. As 
soon as was practicable, he would throw up his 
appointment and take her to England, where, 
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away from Margot Keefe's influence, he would 
begin a new life. 

He held out both hands to Nulma. She 
came forward constrainedly. The eager words 

died on his lips. * I have come ' he began. 

Then he saw that she held out her right hand 
only, and that her face had changed. The 
colour had died out of it, and her soft child's 
lips were resolutely set. He stopped, released 
her hand, then deliberately felt in his pocket, 
and took out a little pocket-book, bound in 
silver, with his monogram upon it. It had 
been Margot Keefe's Christmas present to him. 
This thought struck him now — it had not 
occurred to him before — and he hated himself 
for having placed Niilma's keepsake within it. 
He took out the bit of wattle and held it to hert 
' I told you that I was coming to give you this 
to-day — to ask you to give me something 
instead of it.' 

Niilma took the wattle. It had still a faint 
fragrance, that inexpressibly mournful fragrance 
of dead flowers which has something in 
common with the melancholy of a waltz air. A 
rush of emotion came over her — the same 
choking emotion which she had felt in the old 
schoolroom when writing to Van Vechten. At 
any cost she must strangle it. Impulsively she 
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walked to the fireplace, where there was a fire 
of logs smouldering, and dropped the bit of 
wattle into the heart of it, where a red glow 
still remained among the white ashes. 

Kenward followed her, his face grim with 
anger. ' Is that your answer ?' he said in a 
low voice. 

Niilma did not reply. She dared not look at 
him. She stooped, took the poker, and poked 
the piece of wattle further in among the ashes. 

' Miss Goodeve,' said Kenward, • on my way 
out here Mr. Latham joined me, and told me a 
piece of news I did not believe, which he said 
had only just been made public to-day. I am 
going to ask you now if it is true.' 

He waited. 
. * I don't know what it is,' she faltered, still 
without looking at him. 

'You would know at once if it were true. 
He told me that your engagement to Mr. Van 
Vechten had just been announced. Is it true i^' 

' Yes, it is true,' Niilma answered. 

• Was it true last night ?' 
Niilma kept obstinate silence. 

* Was it true when you gave me that piece of 
wattle?' 

But still Niilma did not answer. 

' I see,' he said bitterly. * I must beg your 
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pardon for having entirely misjudged you. 
You have nothing to learn in the art of 
coquetry from your sisters on the other side of 
the Pacific. Almost thou hadst persuaded me 
to be a believer in unsophisticated womanhood. 
I apologize to you for not having done you 
justice.' 

Then Ntilma turned on him, her great brown 
eyes ablaze. 

'You are cruel! you are false!* she said. 
• You are not like Caspar Van Vechten. You 
don't know how to be true to a woman ! I 
thought I cared for you for a little while, but 
only for a little while. You would have got 
tired of me. I don't respect you. I respect 
Mr. Van Vechten. I am going to marry him.' 

'Then,' said Kenward, 'there is nothing 
more to be said, except that I congratulate you 
upon a choice which must undoubtedly prove 
for your happiness. Good-bye.' 

He took up his hat, bowed formally, and left 
her without even touching her hand. To him 
Niilma was now the embodiment of a finished 
coquette, and his dreams of girlish faith and 
purity were rudely dispelled. He did not for a 
moment imagine that the engagement had only 
taken place that day. He could conceive of 
no development of circumstances by which it 
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could have been brought so suddenly about, 
nor did it occur to him that Lady Arthur could 
have been in any way instrumental in the ruin 
of his tender hopes. He simply accepted it as 
a fact that Nillma and Van Vechten had always 
been more or less formally engaged — her own 
remark to him in the beginning of their 
acquaintance had seemed to imply the fact. 
Flattered by his own evident preference, she 
had flirted with him, her apparent innocent 
candour having been part of the panoply of con- 
quest ; then, having brought him up to the point 
of a declaration, and her vanity being satisfied, 
she had calmly decided that Van Vechten was 
more to her liking and the best match of the two. 
Thus he reasoned. Of course. Van Vechten 
was the better match. Though he himself was 
Chief Justice and had a certain English prestige. 
Van Vechten had the reputation of solid wealth. 
The Minister of Mines doubtless had good 
opportunities of gauging the merchant's for- 
tune, and, with the long-headed shrewdness of 
the self-made man, had probably assisted his 
daughter in making her choice. 

So, with these bitter thoughts, Kenward 
tried to dismiss poor Ntilma and her romance. 
Next day all Leichardt's Town was talking of 
the engagement, and most people said that there 
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was nothing surprising in it, and that it had been 
a foregone conclusion ever since Ntilma had been 
grown up. Still, people were surprised, all the 
same, for of late there had been no gossip 
about Ntdma, except in connection with the 
Chief Justice's evident preference and Caspar 
Van Vechten's disappointment. Certain persons 
— Mrs. Degraves and the President of the 
Chamber among them — had begun to wonder 
whether Mr. Van Vechten would console him- 
self with the object of Lady Randal's former 
manoeuvrings, and poor Justin Blaize had 
suffered from Miss Degraves* coldness in con- 
sequence. Now Miss Degraves beamed more 
friendly glances upon her Bush admirer, and 
Justin Blaize was happy accordingly. 

It happened just then that the little group of 
prominent people broke up, and social gaieties 
flagged. Lady Arthur had a neuralgic attack, 
which prevented her from giving her weekly 
reception, or from sending to Nidma that 
invitation to luncheon of which she had spoken, 
and nothing more was heard of the final sitting 
for the portrait. Then there was a public 
function up-country — ^the laying of a founda- 
tion-stone, at which, the Governor and various 
ofHcial persons^es were present; so that the 
Court removed, so to speak, from the capital. 
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and, instead of coming back» took up its 
quarters at a summer residence of the 
Governor's, where, as the Leichardfs Tatun 
Observer put it, 'our beautiful and indefati- 
gable ch&telaine of Government House will 
have leisure to recruit after the fatigues of a 
too arduous season/ 

The same chronicler went on to lament the 
early breaking-up of social festivities, which 
was perhaps partly the result of a recently- 
given- out engagement, Miss Niilma Goodeve, 
the life and soul of all this winter's parties, 
having arranged to accompany her father, the 
Minister of Mines, to Melbourne on the occa- 
sion of the Intercolonial Conference, for which 
he had been chosen as delegate, and, to the 
regret of the Leichardt's Town faiseurs (the 
Leichardt's Town Observer's ladies' column was 
always Ouidaesque in its phrases), Miss Good- 
eve had announced her intention of purchasing 
the greater part of her trousseau in Melbourne. 
Comment was also made upon the fact that 
Lady Arthur Keefe, with a praiseworthy loyalty 
to local industries, had ordered her summer 
gowns from the establishment of Messrs. 
Barnard and Baxter, in Victoria Street. 

The Chief Justice, too, shortly after the 
bachelors' ball, went to pay a visit on the Ubi 
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Downs, and to take part in a great kangaroo 
battle at the foot of the Ubi Mountains. Thus 
it happened that Ntilma saw neither Lady 
Arthur nor Kenward again before she left for 
Melbourne with her father. 

Fate is given to uneven stridings. For a long 
time she may stand still, sometimes she may 
saunter, but occasionally she goes galloping. 
In this story of Nulma's girlhood, just now the 
march of Fate quickened day by day, week by 
week ; and it sometimes seemed to the girl as 
though everything which had ever happened 
and ever could happen to her was crowded into 
that brilliant, sad September which she spent 
in Melbourne with her daddy and Caspar Van 
Vechten. 

It was the Minister of Mines* last spring, 
and the great dinner to the delegates at the 
opening of the conference was the last official 
entertainment which he ever attended. 

The day after the dinner he went on a boat- 
ing excursion with Ntilma, Van Vechten, and 
two Melbourne friends. A thunderstorm 
sprang up ; everyone was drenched to the 
skin ; the boat's return was delayed, and there 
was no doubt that the sitting for several hours 
in wet clothes, exposed to a piercing wind 
which followed the storm, brought on the 

18 
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attack of pneumonia that killed him. No 
one else took any serious harm. Nidma 
caught a slight cold, and one of the Melbourne 
friends had a touch of rheumatism. It was as 
though Fate had singled out the strongest, 
apparently, of the party for a victim. 

He was ill for eleven days. On the tenth 
the crisis came, and when it was over he sank 
from exhaustion. So serious from the first 
were the symptoms, that Van Vechten tele- 
graphed to Mr. Latham ; and as it happened 
that there were certain political complications 
in regard to the conference requiring action on 
the part of the Leichardt's Land delegate, the 
Premier himself came down to Melbourne, 
bringing his wife with him. They arrived on 
the very day on which James Goodeve died. 

The ex-carriers end was peaceful. In his 
delirium he babbled of the Western plains, of 
his Jenny and the children, and the home in 
the bullock dray on the top of the wool bales. 
No coarse language, no bullock-driver's oaths, 
came from his lips. When he blasphemed, 
his blasphemies were only gentle girdings 
against Providence because the bullocks had 
strayed, or the creeks were up, or the goat had 
gone dry, so that there was no milk for the 
children. For the tragedy which had darkened 
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his life he had no reproach now against Provi- 
dence ; Jenny was always with him, and the 
babies were yet alive. 

So James Goodeve died, and went to join his 
Jenny, far from the Western Bush where she 
lay buried. He died in the hotel at Melbourne, 
and he had a great funeral, and all the inter- 
colonial delegates followed his coffin. The 
flags on the public buildings were at half-mast, 
and during the procession the shops were 
closed. Caspar Van Vechten was the chief 
mourner ; he walked beside Mr. Latham, who 
was now acting as a kind of guardian to Nulma. 
He was, as a matter of fact, the guardian ap- 
pointed by her father's will in conjunction with 
Caspar Van Vechten. The will had been made 
just before the dead Minister had left Leichardt s 
Town on his last journey, and a few days after 
the announcement of Nulma s engagement to 
Caspar. It was as though Mr. Goodeve had 
had a presentiment of his approaching end. 

When the funeral was over, Van Vechten 
went back to Niilma. She was alone in the 
ugly, glaring sitting-room, with its soiled red 
velvet upholstery, its gilding and crude carpet, 
a pitiable object in her deep black, her face 
pinched and white, her eyes red-rimmed and 
lustreless, and hardly anything of the old bright 

18—2 
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Niilma remaining as it had been, except her 
untidy mass of yellow-brown hair. 

Van Vechten took her in his arms. He had 
not seen her since they had stood together by 
her father s death^bed, and James Goodeve had 
whispered with laboured breath : 

• You will marry — as — soon as possible.' 

* My poor darling !' he said, and kissed her 
many times, and soothed and comforted her. 
With her arms round his neck, clinging to him, 
her face buried in his shoulder, she gave way 
to a passionate burst of grief. 

' I made Mrs. Latham go,* she sobbed ; * I 
wanted to see you alone. I felt I couldn't bear 
it any longer. Oh, Caspar, I want to go away 
from this horrible place. Why did I ever 
persuade him to come ? Why didn't I let him 
keep to his refusal ? Its I that have killed 
him ! Oh, Caspar, take me away ; take me to 
the Bunyas T 

' I have been talking to Mrs. Latham about 
it,' he said, making her sit by his side while he 
kept his arms round her. ' I knew how you 
would feel ; but the conference isn't nearly 
over, you know, and I can see that she doesn't 
care to leave her husband. I was thinking how 
it would be if we telegraphed for Mrs. Ferryman 
and Luce. Of course, it need not be a question 
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of expense to them, and you'd have your old 
friends with you/ 

' Mrs, Ferryman would drive me mad !' ex- 
claimed Nulma ; * and as for Luce, she would 
talk all day of Malcolm Derrett, just as she 
writes of nothing else now/ 

* Then, I don't know what we can do except 
wait for Mrs. Latham,' said Caspar doubtfully, 
' unless ' 

' Unless what ? Canx'tyou take me, Caspar ?* 

The man's still face twitched slightly. This 
was almost the only mark of emotion Caspar 
Van Vechten ever showed. 

' I can't take you as you are, Niilma. I 
could only take you if you were my wife.' 

*Well,' she said impatiently, *let it be that, 
then. I/e wanted it. The last thing he said — 
was that. You can do it when you like, 
Caspar.' 

'Niilma,' he cried, 'do you know what it 
means to you — and to me. Are you sure, 
child, that you wish it ?' 

' Why not ? He wished it. It need not be 
a grand wedding, Caspar. I don't want a 
white frock and bridesmaids, and all that. 
Why mightn't it be done here, now, and only 
the Lathams know — in some quiet church ; and 
then you could take me away,* 
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' It could be done, though not quite so easily 
as you fancy.' He explained to her the 
formalities necessary on account of the differ- 
ence in their creeds. * Then you would be all 
mine, NiMma — my own wife ; and I will make 
you love me.' 

' But I am very fond of you, Caspar,* she 
replied simply. ' You are always so kind, and 
you understand, and I can say anything to you. 
I should never be afraid of telling you anything, 
for I should know you'd understand and help 
me — whatever happened.' 

• Yes ; I should always help you — whatever 
happened. Niilma,' he said presently, 'there's 
something else I want to talk to you about. I 
suppose, dear, you don't know it, but you are a 
rich woman.' 

'Am I, Caspar? Well, it doesn't matter 
much, does ijt ?' 

* No, it doesn't matter. I am not badly off 
myself, and there can be no imputation upon 
me for having married an heiress. We will go 
to England by-and-by — whenever you like — 
and you shall see and do everything you 
have ever dreamed of. Why do you sigh so, 
dearest ?' 

•Oh, I don't know, Caspar. Only I don't 
seem to want now to see all those things in 
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England. Still, I'm glad I'm rich. I shall be 
able to give Luce her trousseau : that was a 
great trouble with Mrs. Ferryman/ 

* You will be rich enough to do a great deal 
more than that, if you like. Your poor father 
has left* more property, I imagine, than people 
had any idea of. You are the chief shareholder 
in Goodeve's Consolation Reef, and the owner 
of a great deal of land in Leichardt's Town 
besides.* . 

Nidma did not seem deeply interested in the 
tale of her wealth, and Van Vechten said no 
more. After all, as she had remarked, it did 
not greatly matter. Van Vechten had a long 
talk with Mr. Latham, who was glad to be 
relieved of his responsibilities, and was highly 
in favour of an immediate and quietly-conducted 
marriage. Only Mrs. Latham, who had strong 
religious views, and whose only objection to 
Van Vechten lay in the fact of his being a 
Roman Catholic, demurred a little at the idea 
of the two ceremonies. 

Everything was, however, arranged in its 
due course and order. The forlorn little bride, 
dressed in her deep mourning, and accompanied 
by Mr. and Mrs. Latham, met Caspar at the 
church, where, without parade, she was married 
according to one rite, and then they proceeded 
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to the other church, and left it, man and wife, 
together. Afterwards they drove straight to 
the steamer in which their passages had been 
taken to Sydney. 

Niilma was unembarrassed, unemotional, 
apparently undisturbed by any qualms over the 
momentous step she was taking. She cried 
a little in the fly when she talked to Mr. 
Latham about her father ; but she said that she 
knew Caspar would be kind to her, as her 
daddy had been, and that her great comfort 
was that he had wished it always. 

Mrs. Latham told her husband that she had 
never seen so strange a bride as Niilma. 

'Well, at any rate, there doesn't seem any 
doubt as to her fondness for Van Vechten,' 
replied Mr. Latham. 

* Doesn't there ?' said the lady. * Perhaps 
not to you, my dear. But if Ndlma were my 
daughter, or Caspar Van Vechten my son, I 
should be very unhappy about that marriage. 
She is no more in love with him than I am 
with the jingle-driver, but he is so absolutely 
in love with her that he would cheerfully lay 
down his life if she asked him to do it.* 



Digitized by 



Google 



CHAPTER XVI. 

THE HOME-COMING. 

When Ntilma, with her husband, entered her 
new home, almost the first thing which met her 
eyes was Kenward s portrait of herself facing 
her in the drawing-room. 

It was propped up on a chair, and her own 
eyes stared at her out of the frame. The 
picture was quite finished. The wattle, of 
which a big loose bundle lay in the foreground, 
had been added, and, Van Vechten observed 
quietly, had not improved the effect. It was 
not so well painted as the rest of the portrait. 

Niilma gave a little startled cry. Van Vechten, 
watching her face, saw her eyes dilate and grow 
brighter and brighter, till a great tear splashed 
from her eyelids upon her cheek. He put his 
arm round her softly, and kissed the tear away, 
not speaking. 
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* It was meant for a present to daddy/ she 
whispered. 

A note, addressed to * Mrs. Van Vechten/ 
was stuck into the frame of the picture. Van 
Vechten gave it her. 

* Will you open it, please, Caspar ?* 

' No/ he answered ; * I would rather that you 
opened it yourself.' 

She gave him a quick, pained look. 

* You don't understand/ she murmured. 

* No, I don't understand quite. It does not 
matter, my dear ; I think I guess enough.' 

He turned away. Three weeks after their 
marriage he had come unexpectedly into the 
room, and had found NWma convulsed in an 
agony of sobs over a letter that she had just 
received from Ken ward. It was only a formal 
note of condolence with her in her sorrow, and 
of congratulation upon her marriage. But for 
Niilma's emotion, he could have fouiul nothing 
in the letter to challenge jealousy or suspicion. 
Yet it seemed to Van Vechten that this letter 
explained that in his wife which was already 
turning his marriage into a tragedy. 

In truth, the girl he had married did not 
seem to be his wife, and, sometimes he told 
himself bitterly, would never be his wife in the 
real sense of the word. He might be father, 
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brother, friend, to her, but never husband. She 
might have been some elfin, fleshless creature, 
to whom the breath of passion was a horror, 
the material obligations of marriage incompre- 
hensible, were it not that once, when he had 
come in and looked at her in her sleep, he had 
heard her talk in her dream the language of 
love. 

She had loved someone. And who could 
that be but Kenward ? Now his heart was 
sore within him as he stood at the window, 
looking out upon the river, while Niilma read 
her note. She knew instinctively that he had 
divined something of the truth. She wished to 
tell him everything, but her tongue was tied. 
Before her marriage, she had pictured to her- 
self how, sitting by his side, with her head 
resting against his knee, she would tell him the 
story of her girlish love, of her one night's 
dream of bliss, of Lady Arthur's visit, and of how 
Kenward had come and gone with the words he 
had intended to say unspoken. She could not 
then have imagined it possible that she would 
hesitate to tell Uncle Van anything that was in 
her heart, certain of his sympathy and his help, 
just as she might have told daddy, only that 
this was a confidence that, much as she loved 
him, she could never have made tp her father. 



Digitized by 



Google 



284 NOlMA 

But since one scene that had happened, upon 
the night of their arrival in Sydney, three days 
after the marriage, a great black gulf seemed 
to have opened between herself and Caspar 
Van Vechten. He stood to her in a relation 
of which she had never contemplated the exact 
bearings. He could never be to her the same 
again. She had seen the man without his 
mask, and had received a sudden overwhelming 
revelation of the realities of life and of human 
nature — a revelation which had changed her in 
the space of ten minutes from a girl to a 
woman. More terrible still, it had had the 
effect of making her realize also what might 
have been, what in truth was — her love for 
Outram Kenward. 

After that she could never speak of her 
inmost feelings to her husband. She wished 
him to know that she had loved Kenward, and 
that till her marriage she had not really under- 
stood what that love meant, and that had she 
understood she would not have done him the 
wrong of marrying him. But, somehow, the 
words would never come. The days and weeks 
passed on ; the husband and wife walked, 
drove, ate together ; they went about Sydney 
in a quiet, chastened way, as befitted a mourn- 
ing pair ; they visited the Blue Mountains and 
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the Berrima country, driving for days through 
a forest of strange old twisted gum-trees, coming 
unexpectedly upon the thunder of waterfalls, 
wandering down precipices and gazing along 
the wild gorges — ^g^gantic chasms which were 
riven by some world-convulsion out of the side 
of the great tableland, before ever time was — 
always alone together, yet never getting any 
nearer to each other, moving along like two 
shadows, with the black gulf widening and 
deepening between, so that they could no 
longer touch hands or hear each other's voices 
across the blackness of it. 

Now after three months they had come back 
to the old scenes, and summer was heavy and 
hot. The roses were withered and drooping. 
Scarlet hibiscus and big red and orange 
blossoms flaunted in the gardens ; and the 
huge clump of bamboos on the hill above 
Van Vechten's house looked brown and dry 
and spiky. 

The Chief Justice s note was very short. 

* Dear Mrs. Van Vechten (it ran), 

* I understand that you are to return 
shortly, and I venture to send the portrait, for 
which you were so good as to give me sittings, 
to your new home. 



Digitized by 



Google 



286 N^TLMA 

'You were to do with it, you remember, 
what you pleased, and I think it was your wish 
that the one dear to you, whom you have lost, 
should have it in his possession. He always 
said that he thought it very like you. Perhaps 
now you will wish that it should belong to your 
husband, and if he can find in it a likeness to 
you which pleases him, he may care to have 
it, and will on that account forgive its other 
shortcomings. Anyhow, I offer it to you and 
him with my best wishes for your future 
happiness. 

• I am, 

* Yours sincerely, 

'OUTRAM KeNWARD. 

' P.S. — I took the liberty of walking in the 
plantation at the Bunyas shortly after you went 
away, and of gathering the bunch of wattle 
which I have painted in since you saw the 
picture.' 

' Caspar,' said Ntllma timidly, advancing to 
her husband and offering him the note, ' Mr. 
Kenward has sent to you the picture which 
was intended for daddy.' 

Van Vechten read the note. 

* I am very much obliged to him,' he answered, 
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a little stiffly. * I will write at once and thank 
him. It is a valuable gift, and your father was 
right. It is very like you/ 

' Are you glad to have the picture, Caspar ?* 
* I am glad to possess anything and every- 
thing which is a part of you, my dear,* he said ; 
and the incident closed. 

The bride settled down very quietly to her 
new life. A great many people were out of 
Leichardt's Town, as the fashion was during 
the summer heat — among them. Lady Arthur 
Keefe, who, with the Governor and his staff, 
was at Government Cottage on the Ubi Range. 
The Chief Justice was also absent ; but die 
Perrymans were, of course, at Wirrib, and 
Luce, full of little airs of importance, which she 
fancied becoming to a now formally-engaged 
young lady, came frequently to compare notes 
with Nulma, and to discourse upon the emotions 
to which Malcolm Derrett gave rise in her 
girlish breast. She was surprised to find 
that Nulma was not disposed to make capital 
out of her own experiences, and had no 
emotions, or, anyhow, would not own to any, 
of a thrilling kind. How could a girl go 
through all the stages of girlhood and woman- 
hood—coming-out, engagement, marriage, in- 
stallation as a bride — in a little over six months. 
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and be left quite unmoved thereby ? This was 
Luce's constant wonderment. 

Unmoved, but not unchanged. Had any 
human being ever changed so completely in 
so short a space as Ndlma.'* Luce thought 
this was impossible, and Luce finally decided 
within herself that it was her father's sudden 
death, and the fact of finding herself a very 
rich woman, that had numbed Nulma s feelings 
and made her take everything for granted, 
whereas formerly, she would have laughed, 
cried, or 'gone into a tantrum,* as Luce put 
it, according as occasion dictated. 

Miss Ferryman, however, had no cause to be 
dissatisfied with Ntilma's accession to wealth, 
for one of Mrs. Van Vechten's first acts of 
friendship on her return was the presentation 
to Luce of a very substantial cheque, which 
would not only remove all difficulty as to the 
trousseau, but go some way towards furnishing 
the Malcolm Derretts' modest future abode. 
Thus, the Perrymans could say nothing but good 
in general of the bride, though Mrs. Ferryman, in 
confidence to her cronies, would shake her head 
and declare there was something very wrong 
about the marriage, and that no one could spend 
an evening in the society of husband and wife 
without seeing that they were far from happy. 
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The report of their matrimonial infelicity got 
about, no one quite knew how. It reached the 
Governor and his circle, and was openly be-^ 
wailed by the old gentleman, with whom Nulma 
was a favourite ; it reached Miss Caroline 
Degraves, now on the eve of being engaged to 
Mr. Justin Blaize, and gave her a certain vague 
thrill of satisfaction ; it reached also, and half 
pleased, half disquieted, the Chief Justice. 

One morning Niilma went to her husband, 
as he was collecting some business letters in his 
study before going into Leichardt's Town. He 
had not seen her as yet that morning, for she 
had not come down to breakfast. She was 
looking pale and fragile, and — oh, strange 
occurrence hitherto in Nulma s young life ! — as 
though she had not slept. Van Vechten greeted 
her tenderly, kissing her on the forehead and 
leading her to a chain 

*Are you not quite well, my dear?' he 
asked. 

'Yes; quite well. Caspar, may I ask you 
something before you go ?' 

' Certainly ; and whatever you ask will, if 
possible, be granted.' 

'You are very good to me, Caspar.' She 
hesitated. ' I wish I could call you Uncle Van, 
as I used ; I could explain better.' 

19 



Digitized by 



Google 



2$o nOlMA 

* Then call me Uncle Van.' 

* Ah ! but you said I must not. And you are 
my husband, and so, of course, you cannot be 
" Uncle Van " any more. Oh, Caspar, if I had 
only known what it was all coming to, and what 
it all meant, I wouldn't have forced you into 
marrying me as I did. It was a great mistake 
— a terrible mistake.' 

'Yes, I am afraid it was a mistake,' he 
answered sadly. ' I have spoiled your life, and 
that was what I always dreaded doing/ 

' I make you a bad wife, Caspar ; I don't 
make you happy.' 

* That doesn't matter,' he returned decidedly. 
' And you do make me happy. It is happiness 
to me to live under the same roof with you, to 
know that you bear my name, to be able to do 
little things for you that make your life easier. 
You don't hate me, Niilma, do you, for having 
spoiled your life ?' 

*Oh, Uncle Van— Uncle Van'— the girl 
sobbed, drawing him to the arm of the great 
leather chair in which he had placed her and 
leaning her head against his shoulder — ' how 
could I hate you } How could I do anything 
but care for you, and be grateful for your good- 
ness to me } I do care for you — every way, 
except ' 
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* Except the one way in which I wish you to 
care for me. Never mind, that may come, 
perhaps, long years hence ; and in the mean- 
while think of me as Uncle Van, and not as 
Caspar Van Vechten, your husband.' 

' It was my doing,' repeated the girl, still 
sobbing. ' I made you do it.' 

* Niilma,' he said gently, * I have never asked 
you since that day, but I should be glad to 
know, for your own sake, my dear, so that I 
may help you if it ever seems possible. Will 
you tell me exactly what led up to that request 
of yours — why you wished me to marry you ?* 

* I should like to tell you. Uncle Van . • • but 
it is so difficult.' 

* I think I can guess partly. I watched you 
very closely all that winter, and at one time I 
almost brought myself to believe that you had 
given your heart to Mr. Ken ward.' 

* Yes, Uncle Van, that was quite true ; he 
made me care for him.' 

' And he — it seemed to me that he cared for 
you.' 

Van Vechten spoke with a studied quietness. 

' I don't know.' Nulma hid her face as she 
spoke low and falteringly, and he stroked her 
hair and encouraged her to go on, just as in the 
old time * Uncle Van ' might have done. She 
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felt nearer to him then than she had felt in all 
the days since their marriage. * I thought he 
cared— once, the night of the bachelors' ball. 
But, then, I always had the feeling that he only 
thought of me as a kind of doll — something 
that amused him a little, and was good to look 
at I knew he must feel that we weren't good 
enough — that we didn't belong to his world, 
daddy and I ; and it hurt me, and made me 
angry and proud, so that ' 

• Yes— so that, Nulma.?' 

• So that the bitterness seemed to swallow up 
the caring sometimes. And I didn't know ; I 
was only a child, Uncle Van. I didn't become 
a woman till I married you.' 

' Ah r He gave a heavy sigh. ' / have made 
you a woman, but not in the right way. Well, 
my dear, tell me — the night of the ball. Did 
the Chief Justice lead you to think then that he 
wanted you to be his wife ? 

* No, not quite. He said there was some- 
thing he must not tell me then. He was 
coming the next afternoon.' 

• And he came ?* 

* Yes ; he came. But Lady Arthur came to 
luncheon, and she told me ' 

* Lady Arthur !' he repeated sharply. 

' She said she had known him for a long time. 
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She said he was not free to ask me to marry 
him — that there was another woman to whom 
he was bound, and whom he loved and who 
loved him.' 

*Lady Arthur told you that? Now I think 
I understand/ 

* What do you understand, Uncle Van T 

* No matter, my child. Lady Arthur 
strengthened your suspicion, no doubt, that he 
was merely attracted by your pretty face, and 
that if he married you he would afterwards be 
sorry.' 

* Yes, that was what she said.' 

' My God !* said Van Vechten passionately. 
* It was a cruel, cowardly woman's trick.' 

* Uncle Van,' said Niilma slowly, * do you 
think — sometimes I have fancied it — that Lady 
Arthur, though she is married, cared for Mr. 
Ken ward herself.?' 

* I think it is possible,' replied Van Vechten 
grimly. * Never mind, Ntilma ; that need not 
concern you. And so when Mr. Kenward 
came and asked you to be his wife, you told 
him of Lady Arthur's warning ?* 

* No ; I did not mention that. How could I 
let him think I cared? I w^ mad. Uncle 
Van — I was wicked. I wanted to hurt him. 
I wanted that he should know I was worth 
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more than — a mere plaything. I sent for you 
— and you know. And when he came I told 
him that I was engaged to be married to you. 
And he never asked me anything. He went 
away. You see, it isn't much to tell. That 
is all.* 

* Yes ; that is all/ Van Vechten repeated ; 
and then there was a silence, during which he 
still stroked his wife's hair. His heart was full 
of anger and resentment against Lady Arthur, 
and the thought uppermost in his mind was 
that he would avenge NWma. Presently he 
said : * You have not told me yet what it is 
you wished to ask me.' 

NMma hesitated. 

*I don't know whether I'll ask it now, 
Caspar/ 

* You may safely do so, dear. Whatever it 
may be, I shall not be hurt or vexed.' 

* Caspar, will you let me go back to the 
Bunyas again ?* 

' Back to the Bunyas ? do you mean that we 
should leave this house ?' 

* No ; not that. This is your home. I want 
to go back by myself — to my own old home 
just for a little while. I want to try and feel 
myself a girl again. I think I should be 
happier if I could be by myself for a short time,' 
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* You are not happy, then, Niilma ? No ; it 
IS absurd to ask — of course, I see for myself 
that you are wretched.' 

' I ought not to be wretched. Uncle Van. I 
keep telling myself that there's no girl in the 
world should be so happy as I. I don't think 
Vm wretched, really. But it's all so strange, 
and I feel so lonely, sometimes.' 

* Lonely ? he interrupted. 

'You see. Uncle Van, I'm not a girl any 
more ; and sometimes it seems as though my 
life were ended when it had never begfun. 
And there are so many years to live, so many 
years from eighteen to fifty, even — to be as 
old as Mrs. Ferryman. I shall get used to it 
in time. And I miss daddy — I miss daddy. I 
wasn't always good to him. I didn't appreciate 
him as I ought. I didn't love him as I ought, 
but there will never be anybody like him for 
me in all the world.' 

She fell to sobbing. Caspar did not take 
her in his arms this time and soothe her grief 
with caresses. He looked on silent, immov- 
able, except for the twitch at the corner of his 
mouth. At last he said : 

* I think you are right, dear. It will do you 
good to be by yourself in your old home for a 
short time. Don't stay too long, Niilma. 
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That would set people wondering, and perhaps 
saying unkind things about us both. I will 
make arrangements for you to go at once. I 
can easily explain that there are matters you 
have to see about, for which you must be on 
the spot. And I will not break in upon your 
solitude.' 

'Thank you, Caspar!' She lifted his hand 
and timidly kissed it. 'But I did not mean 
that. I should like you to come and see me if 
you wish.' 

'Very well. I will watch over you from 
outside the gates, and if you want anything 
you have only to send to me. As I go to town 
now, I will call in and tell them you are coming, 
and to have dinner for you this evening. 
Everything is exactly as you left it — even his 
room. Latham and I merely looked for some 
necessary papers. We thought you would 
prefer to go over the others yourself.' 

•Thank you, Caspar,' she repeated sub- 
missively. 

* Good-bye, my dear ! God bless you !' He 
lifted her face to his between his two hands, 
and looked down into the clear brown eyes. 
' Yes,' he said, as if speaking to himself ; ' they 
are very true ; there's not a shadow of dis- 
honesty in them. Always be true to me 
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Ntilma, Never try to conceal your feelings. 
Do not be afraid to tell me even that you love 
another man. There is no shame in it, to you. 
You do not know what evil is, and I pray 
Heaven that you never may. You never 
shall, so long as I am able to ward it from you. 
Courage, my child ! It seems a long time, as 
you say, to look forward — from eighteen to 
fifty. But the end may come sooner than you 
think.' 

He kissed her very tenderly and went to the 
door. Then he stopped for a moment and 
smiled back upon her. 

* Good-bye, my dearest ! And you know it 
is only a little way from the Bunyas here, and 
I will see that Bailey and the trap are there 
ready for you, so you will only have to step 
into the pony-carriage and come back to me 
when you are tired of being alone,' 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

THE ORDEAL. 

NtfLMA found, when she took up her abode at 
the Bunyas in the evening, that everything had 
been arranged by Van Vechten with such fore- 
thought and kindliness that it seemed the most 
natural and right thing for her to thus change 
her residence from under her husband's roof to 
the home of her girlhood. Van Vechten had 
even called at Wirrib, and, with some slight 
deviation from the truth, had informed the 
Perrymans that at his urgent entreaty Nulma 
had consented at last to go over her father s 
papers, and all the things in the house, with a 
view of determining what should now be done 
with the Bunyas. The thought of this, he 
said, had been intensely painful to her, and 
they had agreed together that she should be 
left quite alone with her sad memories, and 
thus grow to realize the change which had 
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befallen her. He therefore begged that Luce 
and Mrs. Ferryman would check their natural 
and affectionate impulses, and refrain from 
going near her. 

This Niilma learned in a little letter from 
Luce, which was brought her in the morning. 

It was as Caspar had said. Nothing had 
been altered. Most of the old servants re- 
mained. Her father's pipes hung in the rack 
over the mantelpiece in his study ;. his papers 
and letters lay in the lettered pigeon-holes of 
his escritoire. The clothes she had left behind 
her were in the drawers in her room, and some 
of her old programmes were still stuffed between 
the wall and the looking-glass. She could 
almost have imagined that her marriage was 
a dream, as she lay down to sleep in the little 
white bed, with its pink-trimmed mosquito- 
curtains, in which she had dreamed a different 
dream— one of intoxicating happiness — in the 
early morning after the bachelors' ball. 

She was like a ghost coming back out of 
ghostland. That phrase, unconsciously re- 
peated to herself, expressed everything. On 
the day of her marri^^e she had died, and ever 
since she had been living in ghostland. 

The first day she wandered and dreamed 
again. She had the fancy, even, to pace the 
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veranda with the old spelling-book, and learn 
the very lesson Van Vechten had interrupted 
on the day of that ride, and of that strange 
conversation — so memorable, and yet then to 
her so little more than a child's joke — the con- 
versation in which Van Vechten had made her 
promise that if ever she wished to marry him 
she would frankly tell him so. Well, that 
conversation and that compact had been the 
pivot on which her whole life turned. If she 
had not made that half-jesting promise, she 
would not now be Van Vechten's wife. 

She roamed the garden in the afternoon ; 
she sat out under the passion-vines, where often 
during the short period of his intimacy at the 
Bunyas the Chief Justice had sat and talked 
to her. She walked in the plantation, where 
just one or two late sprays of wattle-bloom 
flecked the blue-green boughs, looking brown, 
scorched, and out of date. She sat in the 
veranda opposite the squatter's chair in which 
M argot Keefe had tilted herself while she 
pulled the young blooms to pieces, and, as she 
did so, had destroyed the girl's faith in the 
man she loved. The whole scene came back 
to Niilma with new flashing lights illuminating 
the woman's perfidy, and the girl grew hot and 
cold and crimson and pale again. A thousand 
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trifles, looks, words, tones, tiny incidents of the 
sittings at Government House, to which in her 
absolute innocence she had attached no meaning, 
now came back to her with a horrible signifi- 
cance. Had they loved each other, then, those 
two ? And if so, how had he dared — oh, how 
had he dared ! 

In her passion of shame and resentment, she 
felt that she must know the truth. She was in 
the mood, had Lady Arthur been at Govern- 
ment House, to have gone forth and arraigned 
her. 

She was so restless that she walked about 
the garden half the night. There was a young 
moon ; the trees and shrubs cast grotesque 
shadows ; the air was heavy with scent. She 
felt a thrill of satisfaction in her loneliness. It 
was a relief to know that Caspar, in his own 
house half a mile away, could not watch for the 
light through her door-crevice, or listen for the 
restless movements, the stealthy opening of 
French windows, and uneasy pacings on the 
veranda outside her room, upon which he would 
sometimes comment in the morning, and thus 
betray his knowledge of her wakeful nights. 
That tireless, unobtrusive espionage had some- 
times exasperated her almost beyond endurance, 
and yet she had at moments an inconsistent 
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longing to go to him and sob out her restless- 
ness upon his breast. 

The relief of her freedom made her now 
stretch out her arms to the night and take long, 
deep breaths of the hot, scented air. She had 
gone quite to the end of the garden, had 
emerged from the untidy gloom of a banana 
thicket, and stood by a low fence, with broken 
palisades, partly hung by a ragged vine of the 
native cucumber. Beyond were a few straggling 
bushes of lantarna, some gum saplings, and a 
heap of stones and earth where the bank shelved 
abruptly to the river. At the foot of the bank 
was a dilapidated boat-house, and beside it a 
set of slimy steps. The boat-approach was 
occasionally used by friends living on the 
waters edge, but the late Minister of Mines 
had not kept a boat, and had always had plenty 
of horses, so that the river had never served 
him as a highway. 

The river stretched out below a great black 
shadow, with faint moonlit streaks where the 
pale track crossed it, and red lights here and 
there, showing barges and ferry-boats lying 
close into shore, while further back again, 
climbing the opposite slope, were white 
cottages nestling in gardens and groves of 
bananas. 
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Minyando was one of these. There was a 
light burning in one of the French windows. 
Did it mean that Kenward was at Leichardt's 
Town? Nidma gazed wistfully towards the 
light in that little low house, which perhaps, 
but for Lady Arthur, might now have been her 
home. And her father would be alive, too, for 
he would not then have gone to Melbourne. 
The lights of her real home were burning like- 
wise. As she turned her eyes leftward up the 
river, the Bamboos, with its big * Prince of 
Wales's feathers ' clump above the lights, drawn 
black against the dark sky, seemed to dominate 
the whole scene. She turned away with a 
kind of smothered gasp. It seemed as though 
even here she could not escape that unceasing 
watch. 

Had she known it, the watch was very close. 
Not twenty paces from her, behind a lantarna 
bush, stood Van Vechten, who had stolen forth 
miserably, seeing the lights burning in Nidma's 
chamber, to assure himself that all was well 
with his beloved. 

Another pair of eyes had been observing 
that same light in Ntdma's bedchamber. At 
the foot of Minyando garden there was a boat- 
house, too, and moored by it a long narrow 
dainty little craft. On hot moonlight nights 
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Kenward often took refuge in the boat, and, 
pushing out, drifted along with the tide. He 
cast himself adrift now. He had come back 
only that day. Of Ntilma he had heard no 
news, and was not aware that she was staying 
in her old home. He looked up from the river 
and saw the light. During his visits to the 
Bunyas he had got to know the plan of the 
house, which is not difficult in Australian 
establishments, where rooms give out on 
verandas, and French windows are generally 
open. He wondered who could be occupying 
Ntilma's chamber, and whether the Van 
Vechtens were now living there instead of at 
Caspar's own house. But the lights in the 
Bamboos, shining in both stories, contradicted 
this theory. He pulled close to the bank, and 
lay on his oars just far enough to see through 
the rifts in the lantarna bushes into the garden. 
He rocked himself there, keeping in position 
with one oar for a long time. Once he 
thought he saw the figure of a man on the 
bank below the garden, moving among the 
lantarna shrubs and gum-saplings, and idly 
speculated as to the chances of its being a 
burglar. Then something white flitted across 
the opening he commanded. He gave a great 
start The night was full of shadows, and the 
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moon made but a dim paleness, and every now 
and then passed altogether behind clouds ; but 
it had been clear enough for him to see in that 
moving shape, in the poise of the head and 
carriage of the shoulders, Niilma. He waited 
on, but the shape did not return past the 
opening. The other dark shape he now saw 
distinctly emerge from, behind a lantama bush, 
and the man, with his back to the river, so that 
even had it been light enough Kenward would 
not have been able to identify him, climbed up 
the slope and disappeared into a path leading 
between the garden-paling of the Bunyas and a 
paddock-fence beyond, up to the main road. 
He concluded that the man, who might possibly 
have been reconnoitring with ultimate nefarious 
intent, did not propose putting any such into 
execution to-night. 

Kenward rowed out again further into the 
stream. It was too dark to distinguish any 
object in the mass of shadows, but he fancied 
he saw something white gleam faintly against 
the blackness of the house and then disappear. 

The next day he called at the Bamboos. In 
answer to his inquiries, he was told that Mrs. 
Van Vechten was not at home, and that Mr. 
Van Vechten generally got in about five, but 
had been later the last day or two. Further 
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inquiry as to whether Mrs. Van Vechten was 
likely to be at home after dinner, a favourite 
time for paying calls in the Australian summer, 
told him all he wanted to know. * No ; Mrs. 
Van Vechten was staying for a short time at 
the Bunyas alone. Mr. Van Vechten didn't go 
over of evenings, or any time. Mrs. Van 
Vechten was settling things over there, and had 
wanted to be by herself.* 

To Kenward that piece of information, 
delivered by a talkative Irish maid, who no 
doubt had her own views concerning the 
relations of her master and mistress, seemed to 
unfold a new and tragic view of the marriage. 
* She had wanted to be by herself.' Then, the 
gossip which had reached him was not without 
foundation. Niilma was unhappy. 

A longing to see her and to judge for himself 
took possession of him. He was tempted to 
go on to the Bunyas, but he dared not. No 
doubt he would be refused admittance. That 
night he went out again in the boat, and lay off 
the landing-stage below the Bunyas. He 
excused this proceeding to himself on the 
ground that it behoved him to see whether the 
man he had watched the previous night still 
lurked among the lantarna shrubs. Nillma 
was alone; the man might be a robber, and 
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who could blame him for drawing thus near 
unseen, ready to guard her ? And then — for 
the night was hot, heavy and almost unbearable 
within doors — might she not again be roaming 
sleepless in the moonlight, and might he not 
this time get a clear vision of the face he 
loved ? 

The face that he loved ! Yes, that was what 
it came to. This child had wound herself 
round his very heart-strings. He could never 
tear her away. All other loves, to this one, 
had been as smoke-dimmed furnace fire to the 
pure light of the rising sun. His old passion, 
merged later into pitying, half-contemptuous 
affection for Margot Keefe, existed no longer. 
He loved Ntilma, and only Ntilma. His in- 
tuition told him that she had given him her 
heart, and that the engagement to Van Vechten 
had been some horrible blunder — perhaps an 
exaggerated fad of honour, perhaps a girl's 
coquettish whim, perhaps an impulse of pique. 
Somebody might have told her something 
against him. The somebody might have been 
Margot. For the first time the thought struck 
him. But it was impossible. Margot could 
not have been so base. And for her own sake 
she would have been silent. 

The moon was less of a crescent to-night ; 
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there were fewer clouds. Possibly for this 
reason the mysterious would-be burglar had 
thought it more prudent to defer his projects. 
Kenward could see no sign of the dark shape 
among the lantarna shrubs. But, then, his eyes 
were straining wildly for another fairer shape. 
Down near the bank the mosquitoes buzzed. 
There were one or two slimy mangroves close 
by the boat-house, and a chucky-chucky-tree 
dipped its boughs into the turgid water. The 
mosquitoes, even a few feet higher, would be 
less troublesome. Why should he not moor 
his boat, crawl up the steps, and lie in wait 
among the lantarna shrubs also, below the 
paling.^ Then he would be less likely to 
attract observation ; he would certainly be 
more comfortable, and he would be closer at 
hand if the burglar did show himself. 

Kenward yielded to the pressure of the 
arguments, though his sense of humour pre- 
vailed sufficiently to make him quite conscious 
of their sophistry. He almost laughed aloud 
as he took up his position below the palings. 
Truly an undignified proceeding for the Chief 
Justice of Leichardt's Land, who was, more- 
over, of an age unbefitting such lovers' 
escapades. Never in his calf-days had he 
descended to such folly. He thought of the 
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biting comments which would have tripped 
readily from Margot Keefe's tongue. 

It was early yet, comparatively. The house 
was not closed — if, indeed, Australian houses in 
those primitive days could ever have been said 
to be closed on summer nights. Ten strokes 
from the clock over the Court-house floated 
faintly along the river from Victoria Street. 
Lights were burning in several of the French 
windows which opened on to the veranda. 
From where he stood he could see right up the 
garden, along a diagonal path through the 
banana thicket, to the broad central walk which 
ended in a sort of trellis of passion-vines. 

There was a sound of stir in the veranda — of 
a chair being dragged along the boards, and of 
voices, one rough and uncultured, the other low 
and sweet, with that slight fall of cadence and 
tendency to drawl which gives a plaintive note 
to a woman's voice, when it is not exaggerated 
into what is called the Australian accent, an 
exaggeration, alas ! that has grown with 
generations. Kenward could not hear the 
words, but he knew the voice for Niilma's. 
Probably she was saying that she would not go 
to bed yet, for by-and-by, through the rift in 
that wall of banana leaves and thick pulpy 
stems, he saw something white flitting; and 
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then on the broad walk, close by the trellis, the 
white shape halted, standing wraith-like for a 
few minutes, finally sinking into indistinctness 
within the shadow of the trellis. 

An uncontrollable impulse leaped within 
Ken ward. He must see her. To be so near, 
and not even to catch a glimpse of her features, 
was more than he could endure. In a moment 
he had vaulted the low paling and stood in the 
gloom of the banana thicket. He fancied that 
he heard a rustling behind him, but when he 
looked, there was nothing to be seen, and he 
walked boldly on towards the arbour. This 
could, in truth, hardly be called an arbour, 
being a trellis- wall overgrown with a vine, that 
had flung grappling tendrils across to the bare 
branches of a gum-tree, which had been left to 
exist only in right of a rather fine cactus trained 
up its stem. There was a bench with a back 
to it standing close to the gum-tree, and 
sheltered by the trellis, and on this bench, with 
her arm thrown over the back, one hand 
supporting her head, Ntilma was sitting. 

She was in a muslin dress, with her head 
bare, and the loose, wide sleeves of her gown 
falling away from the round, slim arm. Her 
hair was very simply dressed, and her white- 
ness and slenderness and extreme girlishness 
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seemed accentuated in the moonlight, so that, 
combined with her loneliness, they gave her a 
touch of pathos which almost amounted to 
tragedy. But as he got nearer he saw that 
there was indeed something tragic in the ex- 
pression of her face, which he fancied had 
grown smaller, and in the outlook of the brown 
eyes, from which tears were dropping. He 
saw a great drop splash down upon her 
shoulder, and then the bosom heaved, the 
shoulders shook in a long-drawn sob, and 
Ndlma drooped her head and covered her face 
with both hands, weeping unconstrainedly. 

He let her weep on for several minutes. 
The sobbing turned into sharp gasps that were 
each like a knife thrust through the poor, 
quivering frame. The sound of them was to 
him as a physical hurt. He stepped im- 
petuously forward, and as her hands dropped 
in the startled movement she made, he caught 
them, and, flinging himself on the bench beside 
her, held them tight against his breast. 

' No, Ndlma, you mustn't take them away, 
you must let them stay there. And you must 
speak the truth to me, for I will have nothing 
less from you now — ^as I shall speak the truth 
to you.' 
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'there's no third place in it.' 

It was the real man who spoke in those curt, 
masterful sentences, whose eyes, gazing straight 
into hers, from which the tears, arrested, and 
gathering into greater drops, plashed slowly 
now on his hand, seemed to be piercing through 
all disguises and tearing away every veil that 
hung between their souls. This real man was 
not the Kenward she had known, any more 
than she was the Niilma with whom he had 
danced on that last evening of her happy 
girl-life. This was a stern, forceful being, 
whom she must obey, and with whom there 
could be no shift of conventional barriers and 
excuses. Instinctively she knew this, and there 
was not a thought in her mind of resisting his 
will. 

' What is the truth ?' she asked. 

* That I love you with my whole heart and 
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soul, and that I know you love me. And after 
that truth, Niilma, the lie, whatever it may be, 
that made you untrue to yourself and that 
parted us. You never loved Van Vechten ; you 
loved me ! Deny it — ^if you dare.' 

* I don't dare. If I denied it, you'd have 
the right to despise and hate me. I don't want 
that. And I'm not ashamed of it. I will not 
be ashamed of what is my very self.' 

* There speaks my brave, true soul of the 
Bush ! my free, fearless Ntilma ! my wild 
wattle-flower ! my heart's love !' 

* You tell me that I am your heart's love, and 
that is why I am not ashamed. I did not know 
it before ; and I wanted to hide from myself 
and from everyone how much I cared. But it 
was of no use ! And then,' her voice dropped, 
' I had not learned the true meaning of love.' 

' And now, Niilma, what has taught you the 
true meaning of love ?' 

* My marriage !' she said. 

He had not expected the answer ; it hurt him. 

* You are noi married !' he cried. * You may 
wear Van Vechten's ring on your marriage- 
finger, but you really are not Van Vechten's 
wife. Don't tell me to believe it Your eyes 
and your lips deny it I've read the look on 
brides' faces ; it isn't on yours. I see straight 
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down into the depths of your dear eyes. They 
are the eyes of a girl. Your lips are the lips 
of a girl. It is not your marriage which has 
taught you. You are a girl still. If you were 
not a girl in heart, your eyes would droop before 
mine, and you would not be able to look at me 
and say, " I love you !" * 

It seemed as though she wished to answer 
the challenge, for she said, without turning 
away her gaze : 

' I do love you. But my marriage has been 
to me as the well of truth. I have looked 
deep down into it. I may be a girl still, but in 
some ways I am also a woman to know good 
from evil.' 

There was silence for a minute or two. He 
took away her hands from his breast, where he 
had held them tight clasped, and very quiedy 
kissed them one after the other. He held the 
left one longest. There was no ring on it, 
except the wedding one. Then he laid her 
hands in her lap. 

' I understand you. I'm sorry for him, 
though he is called your husband. I am still 
more sorry for you and for myself What is 
to be the end of it all, Niilma ?' 

* The end !' she said wildly, and unconsciously; 
then, repeating the words she had used to Van 
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Vechten, ' There are so many, many years to 
live from eighteen to — fifty.' 

* Only eighteen ! Poor little child ! And 
I'm nearly fifty, Niilma — getting to what you 
fancy is the end, while you are only at the very 
beginning. But fifty isn't the end, child. Life 
goes on a great deal longer than that, and 
we've either got to submit and bear it, or else 
rebel and take our fate into our own hands.' 

He watched her anxiously as he spoke, but 
his words did not seem to convey to her any 
meaning. Suddenly she asked : 

* How is it that you came to-night ? I don't 
understand. It seems so wonderful that you 
should be here, and that we should be talking 
like this.' 

* There's nothing wonderful in it. I often 
come out on the river on hot nights. I came 
out last night and drifted across here. And 
then I fancied that I saw a man in the bushes 
watching you ; the thought came to me that 
he might be plotting some mischief, and that 
you were alone, and — oh, well, I suppose that 
serves for a decent excuse to myself. But 
it doesn't excuse my having stolen into the 
garden like this. The fact is that I couldn't 
stand it. I felt that I musi look at your dear 
face again ; and then, when I saw you crying, 
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the scales fell off, and I knew that if it were 
only for once in our lives we two must see 
straight into each other's souls. • . . Niilma — the 
truth — the truth ! There's more to learn. 
What changed you in those few hours — from 
the time you gave me that bit of wattle to the 
moment when you threw it in the fire and told 
me that you were engaged to Van Vechten ? 
You were not engaged to Van Vechten when 
you gave me that wattle ?' 
•No.' 

* Then, in Heaven's name, what do things 
mean ? Impossible that you could have become 
engaged to him between then and my coming 
out to the Bunyas !* 

'That is what happened. I sent for him. 
I asked him if he would marry me. That had 
been an understanding between us. I think I 
once told you.' 

' I thought it a child's innocent joke, and 
for that very reason never felt jealous of 
Van Vechten. Niilma, be honest with me. I 
will not stir from this spot till I know the 
exact truth. What made you send for Van 
Vechten ?* 

* Something which happened to make me 
doubt you, and that hurt me bitterly and drove 
me wild with pain and anger.' 
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* What was that ? Something which was 
told you ?' 

* I was led to believe that you did not really 
care for me — that you had only just a passing 
fancy for my face, and that, if you yielded to it, 
you would always be sorry for having broken 
faith with another woman/ 

Kenward drew a deep breath as if he had 
been hurt. 

* Were you told who that woman was ? 
She, too, winced with pain and a gnawing 

terror which, since it had come upon her first, 
she had striven her best to crush out of life. 

' It was true, then ?* she said very low. * You 
had no right to come to me ? 

* I had only the right of a man who loved 
you — a man no better than many another man 
who has forged for himself unlawful fetters, 
and perhaps no worse. I make no pretence to 
being a saint. Tve lived the life of men of the 
world— a life you know nothing of and need 
never know. I Ve done what you would consider 
very evil . . . because you don't understand the 
base nature in man which makes it a necessity 
to him to love, and causes him to love in so 
many degrees and fashions. To a good woman 
as you are, love means only one thing. To us 
men it means many things, until at last, and 
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once only in our lives, the true angel of love 
appears in our path, and we are rebaptized and 
regenerated, and unworthy love is henceforward 
an impossibility to us. So it was that, un- 
worthy as I knew myself, I still dared to hope 
that our lives might be one.' 

He had got up from the bench, and was 
standing over her, his face working with 
emotion. She, too, had risen, and her eyes 
were searching his, and seemed to beseech 
him to destroy the indeterminate horror which 
was rising between them and blotting out all 
her previous conception of him. 

* Don't,' she said — * don't tell me any more ; 
I'd rather not know that you were bad.' 

' Nulma, you must know me as I am. I said 
that there should be truth between us, and I 
will tell you everything — everything that I can 
tell you. There are things in a man's life 
which affect others — whom he is bound to 
guard, and of which he may not speak, even to 
his wife. But I cannot let you go on believing 
me a mere brute — believing I could turn from 
you to another as the fancy took me. Niilma, 
give me your hands.' 

She made a motion as if she would have 
refused, but he seized her two hands and held 
them s^ain tight against his breast. 
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' You must at least know this/ he said : 
' the — the bond of which you were told had 
been broken before I ever met you. There's 
no need to speak of it I owe that, at any 
rate ' 

' Oh/ she interrupted with a sharp exclama- 
tion of pain, ' don't hurt me more than you can 
help !' 

* / hurt you ! Oh, my darling, my darling ! 
when I think of the long hopeless years to 
come, I feel that I could die to make you 
happy. But there'd be no use in that, Niilma ; 
you wouldn't be happy if I were gone out of 
your life for ever ; you'd want me to stay and 
be happy with you. For you love me, dearest ; 
you have told me so.' 

* No,' she cried ; ' you are wrong, and you 
are gone out of my life for ever. I did love 
you ; I do still love that other you, who yet 
was never you, and I shall always love him and 
think of him as my girl's idesd, standing high 
and apart from all other men, but who is dead, 
or, indeed, who only existed in a girl's dream.' 

' Not in a girl's dream, Niilma, but in a 
woman's real living, forgiving love. Don't 
shrink from me, dear angel. Forgive me, and 
take me into your heart, and. believe that my 
eternal love for you is great enough to bridge 
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over the gulf between angels and erring men. 
Forgive me, Niilma!' 

She shook her head wildly, and tried to take 
away her hands. 

* Let me go ; I don't want ever to see you 
again.' 

* Niilma, it is impossible that I can let you go 
like this. Do you think I am going to give 
you up, knowing that you have worked yourself 
into a scorn and loathing of me which are not 
deserved ? Bad as I am, I have not wronged 
you. I have not been false to you.' 

' You have not wronged me ? you have not 
been false to me ?' she repeated, in low, scathing 
tones. * What have you been to me from the 
beginning but a living lie ?' 

* Be merciful, Niilma. You have exaggerated 
the evil of a position which was false, I own, 
but was unavoidable. If you knew the world 
better, you would not judge me so hardly.' 

* I am glad that I do not know the world — 
your world. I wished it once ; I do not now.' 

'Heaven forbid/ he answered, 'that you 
should be less innocent, less ignorant, than you 
are. But by-and-by the horror you feel will 
pass, and then it may be too late to take back 
that cruel sentence. If you order me to go, 
I will throw up my appointment, and leave 
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Leichardt's Land But oh, NWma, there is 
another alternative.' 

She gave him a swift, piercing glance, and 
then waited, silent, her eyes cast down. 

* Dearest, you love me — in my very soul I 
know it; and I love you and cling to you as 
to the hope of salvation. I catit give you up. 
We have been sacrificed^ both of us — I through 
my own miserable sin and folly, and you inno- 
cently through me. Your marriage has been 
a hideous blunder ; undo it, before worse suffer- 
ing comes. I am ready to throw up my career, 
everything, for you, and to count the world 
well lost if I gain you. We will go to America, 
Europe, anywhere that you please, and begin 
a new life together. Trust yourself to me, my 
love — my love ! You will never regret it.' 

He wound his arms round her, and the girl, 
carried away by his vehemence, let him draw 
her to him, and for a moment or two her head 
lay against his breast, and the cold misery in her 
upturned face seemed about to melt under the 
warmth of his caress. But the very touch of 
his lips roused the sleeping horror. With a 
movement of repulsion she wrenched herself 
free from him, and stood quivering like a 
storm-swayed lily, reproaches shining in her 
eyes and rushing brokenly from her lips : 

21 
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Mt is wicked of you to speak to me so. You 
take advantage of my saying that I loved you, 
to try and make me no better than you are 
yourself. At least, I can be faithful to some- 
thing. I can be faithful to a girl's dream, and 
I will not let you say things which are a shame 
and an insult to the other you I loved. But you 
— to what are you faithful ? Not to your love 
for me, for you want to drag it down to the 
level of that other love which you are ashamed 
of. Did you ask Aer to leave her husband for 
you, or did you shelter yourself under her 
husband's friendship ? . . . Oh, I am not inno- 
cent nor ignorant any longer. ... I understand 
now everything that was hidden under the talk 
and the laughing, and the pretence of enjoying 
life and doing the right thing, and being popular 
and kind — kind to ignorant, silly girls like me. 
If I had not been ignorant and silly and blind, 
could I have grown to care for you ? Wouldn't 
I have rushed away from it all — in shame and 
horror? Wouldn't I have gone to daddy, or 
to Uncle Van, as I want to go now, and make 
them keep me safe with them. . . ? No ; don't 
say anything. What is the good of excuses ? it's 
over and done with, and I'm glad — glad now. 
And when I think of Aer — I know now why 
sometimes I shrank from her. Oh, the poor 



Digitized by 



Google 



• THERE'S NO THIRD PLACE IN IT * 323 

thing, smiling and pretending to be happy, and 
her heart breaking ! I pity her from the depths 
of my soul. . . . But you have no pity for her, 
and in time you*d have come to .have no pity 
for me.' 

* Nulma,' he cried out despairingly, for she 
had turned away with no further farewell, and 
was moving towards the house, • have you not 
one kind word for me ?' 

She paused. 

* Go to Aer — ^that other woman — and say to 
her what you have said to me. It is her right, 
not mine. Good-bye, Mr. Ken ward. Do 
not come here any more. I am going to my 
husband, and I will tell him everything. I will 
ask him to take care of me and keep me 
good.' Then she uttered a little startled cry, 
' Caspar ! oh, Caspar !' 

A man stepped from behind the trellis, and 
went rapidly towards her, not turning one 
glance on Kenward. He took her in his 
arms. 

' Niilma, my wife ! I was close to you, 
waiting to take care of you — to protect you 
even against yourself. Thank God there was 
no need for that? 

She had flung herself upon his neck, and 
clung to him sobbing hysterically for a moment 

21 — 2 
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or two. Then he felt the grasp relax, and her 
form hung inert against him. He saw her face 
deadly white in the moonlight, and her eyes 
closed, and he knew that she had fainted. 

He carried her to the veranda, and laid her 
on a basket-chair, while he brought restora- 
tives and chafed her hands and £auined her. 
Presently she opened her eyes and shivered 
violently. 

' Caspar, has he gone T 

* I don't know, dearest If he has not gone, 
he will go before long. Don't worry about it. 
You are safe with me.' 

* You heard, Caspar ?' 

' Everything, my child. I have no shame in 
telling you that I watched your meeting, and 
that I waited and listened to all that passed 
between you. I need not have feared for you, 
my wife. I did not doubt that you were brave 
and pure, but I knew that you loved him, and 
I trembled for what might come. I would 
have died to save you, Nidma.' 

She clung to him anew. 

' It's all over now, my foolish girlish dream. 
Oh, Caspar, what have I done ? I have ruined 
your life, too. Our marriage is indeed a 
hideous blunder.' 

* I think not If it were all to be done over 
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again, and I could begin here now and win you 
as I would wish to win you, I am almost certain 
that you would not find our marriage a hideous 
blunder. Will you let me try, Niilma ?' 

She put her hand in his and stroked it softly. 

' Haven't you been trying all along — to win 
me ? And I don't deserve it.' 

* Not in the right way. Nitlma, I'm going 
to quote you something out of a play I'm very 
fond of. It is called " The Duchess of Malfi.' 
And these are the lines : 

* " Mamage is either heaven or hell : 
There's no third place in it." ' 

* I like that,' she said ; * it's true. I should 
like you to read me the whole of that play ' 

* Very well. I will read it to you on winter 
evenings in England, when we sit Darby and 
Joan fashion by our own fireside.' 

•In England?' 

* I'm going to take you away, Nulma, now at 
once, and to begin my work of wooing my 
wife.' 

* But— oh, Caspar, it is what I longed for ! 
But the work, the business, everything that's 
important, how can you leave it all ? 

* Nothing is of any importance in comparison 
with what is best for you. That can be easily 
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arranged Anyhow, I'm going to set about 
arranging it to-morrow.' 

She raised herself in the big chair, and her 
eyes roamed over the gardea 

• Dearest,' he said, * are you better now ? 
Would you like to go to bed ?* 

• What is the time, Caspar ?' 

' It struck eleven not very long ago. Shall 
I carry you to your room ?' 

• No — no ; I can walk. I am quite well. 
How stupid it was of me to faint! I have 
never fainted in my life before. . . . Caspar 
it's been very lonely here.' 

• Poor child ! And these long two days you 
have been by yourself, brooding over your sad 
fancies.' 

• The place is full of ghosts,' she went on. 
* There's the ghost of daddy, who is gone for 
ever, and of a man called Uncle Van, who was 
always good to me, but who seems somehow to 
have died, too ; and there are the ghosts of a 
man and woman who I think must have been 
fallen spirits, sent to earth for each other's 
punishment; and there's the ghost of a girl 
whose name was Niilma, and who is dead and 
gone, like the rest of them. That marriage 
service in the churches in Melbourne was her 
burial service.' 
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* I will take you away, dear, from all these 
melancholy dreams, I ought never to have 
yielded to your wish of being here alone/ 

^ No ; it was good for me. I seem to have 
learned a great deal in these two days. Perhaps 
daddy's spirit spoke to me. All the time some- 
one or something seemed to be saying to me, 
'• There's nothing so good as love. Love is the 
only thing. Marriage without love is " — what 
you said, Caspar. And I seemed to look 
forward, and to see years and years ahead, of 
loneliness and strangeness, and you and I 
growing further apart, friends no longer as we 
used to be, understanding each other no longer 
— always with that black, awful wall which 
marriage raised between us growing deeper 
and higher. And that was why, as I sat in the 
garden this evening, I cried and cried in my 
despair.' 

* Niilma,' he exclaimed, ' give me your trust, 
child ; take me into your life. I will be so 
good to you. I will not exact too much ; I 
will be patient ; I will wait. Some day you 
will come to me yourself and say, '* I am your 
wife, Caspar." Till then I will be to you your 
brother, friend, whatever you like best, only 
there must be no wall between us, dearest 
From this moment I destroy it' He took her 
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in his arms, and kissed her on her hps. 
* Henceforth, my darling, my life is yours, and 
your life is mine, and the wall, instead of 
dividing us, closes us in and round, and is the 
wall of our home, into which no other man shall 
come. That is the real meaning of marriage. 
It is a home, not a tomb.' 

* Heaven or hell,' she repeated. * How does 
it go ? " There is no third place in it." ' 

* Nulma,' he whispered, * I am going to tell 
you something that will show you how much I 
love you. Dear, I had a feeling that he would 
come to you this evening* Last night I was 
here ; I saw him in his boat ; I watched 
him land. I knew that he had seen you, and 
would not be content with that only. I had a 
great fear, Nidma. I knew that my wife was 
pure as snow and true as steel ; but I was 
afraid. And I resolved, dearest, that if your 
love conquered, and he made you promise to 
give your life into his keeping — then, my wife, 
I resolved that you should be free to do so 
without regret or dishonour.' 

The girl started, and looked up at him with 
frightened eyes. 

* Uncle Van, do you mean that you would 
have gone away and left me ?' 

* Yes ; I would have gone away — a long way, 
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my dear. I am not one of those who set great 
store on life, and mine seems to me now only 
valuable in so far as it contributes to your 
happiness. If by giving it up I could secure 
that for you, I would do so gladly.' 

*0h, Uncle Van!' she cried shrilly. 'You 
didn't mean thai — you couldn't mean that you 
would have died for me ?* 

* Yes, dear, I meant it ; but don't let it dis- 
tress you. That's all over now. I only tell 
you that you may understand my love, and 
know that you need never hesitate to give me 
your full confidence, or to ask me to do any- 
thing in the world for you, even to the giving 
up of my life. I thought it out as I stood 
waiting and watching — to guard you, my 
Nidma. It would have been quite simple. 
Neither you nor anyone else would have 
guessed the truth. A fall over the landslip by 
the river-path, which we were saying only the 
other day would be so dangerous on a cloudy 
night — just the sort of place where an accident 
might so easily happen ' 

* Caspar— oh, Caspar, my husband !' Nulma's 
arms were round Van Vechten's neck, her 
slight form pressed against his as she sobbed. 
' Oh, don't kill me by saying things like that ! 
I can't bear it. I couldn't lose you now. 
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There's no one in the world cares for me as 
you do. I love you, Caspar !' 

Then Van Vechten knew that the struggle 
was over, and that he had won. He clasped 
Nulma close, and their lips met in the first 
impassioned kiss that had ever been exchanged 
between them. For a long time she lay thus in 
his arms, and then he said to her : 

' Now I am going to take my wife home.' 
• • • • • 

From that night of memories when Caspar 
Van Vechten won his wife, a curtain seemed to 
fall between NMma and her past Ken ward 
made a pretext for leaving Leichardt's Town 
on the following day, and she never again saw 
his face in Leichardt's Land. Before the 
Government House party came back from their 
summer quarters on Ubi Downs, Nulma and 
her husband had sailed for Europe, so that, 
between her and Margot Keefe also, the 
curtain dropped. 

The Van Vechtens were away for several 
years. Governor Bumside died during their 
absence, in the fourth year of his term of oflfice. 
An impoverished peer was appointed in his 
stead, and there reigned an elderly Viscountess, 
deeply impressed with the mission she felt had 
been delivered unto her, of regenerating society 
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in Leichardt's Land. Thus, when Nulma again 
visited Government House, where the opening 
scenes of her g^rl-drama had been played, the 
place appeared no longer the same, and Lady 
Arthur Keefe seemed as much a ghost as Lady 
Randal had been to her successors. With this 
difference, perhaps, that years added honour to 
Lady Randal's memory, and obloquy to that of 
poor frail Mai^ot Keefe. 

Happily for the annals of Leichardt's Land, 
the culminating act of Lady Arthur Keefe's 
drama was played upon another stage. Habit 
is strong, and a clever woman, determined not 
to lose the man she loves, and who has once 
loved her, will, under conditions of almost 
forced propinquity, find no great difficulty in 
welding anew the broken chain. But her 
later relations with Kenward and the scandal 
they made came after the Governor's death and 
the resignation of the Chief Justice, and have 
no part in this story of Niilma's girlhood. 



THE END. 



BILLIMO AND IONS, MUNTBSS, GUILDFORD. 
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Conway (Moncure D.), Works by. 

Domonology and DovU-Iioro. With 65 lUustntions. Two Vols., demy 8ro, doth. dBi. 
G oorgo Washlngton*0 Bulos of Clvluty. Fcap. 8to. Japanese vdlum. ar. 6rf. 

Cook (Dutton), Novels by. 

Post Svob iOttStratad boaids. ar. each. 
Ii^o. I Paul yostor*s Danghtor. 

C ooi>er (Edward H.).— Oeoffory Hamilton. Cr. Svo, cloth, y.6rf. 
Cornwall.— Popular Romances of the West o? England; or. The 

Drolls, Traditions, and SuperstiHons of Old Cornwall. Collected by ROBBRT HUNT, F.R.S. With 
two Sted Plates by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. down ^o. cloth, is. 6d. 

CbtesjfVTCecil) .—Two Qlrls on a Barge. With 44 lUusuations by 

F. H. TOWNSBND. Post t vo. doth, M. UL 

Craddock (C. Egbert), Stories by. 

Tho Pronhot of tho Oroat Smoky Moontalns. Post tva Uoatiatad boards, ar. 
His Vanlshod Star. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6d. 

Cram (Ralph Adams).— Black Spirits and White. Fcap. Svo, 

dotlifXf. M. 
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• • ' CHATTO A WINDUS. in St. ilUrtto'i Utti» UiK— . W.C " - 
Crellln (H. N.)^ Books by. 

Bmuumm off tlM OM Bwtttflo. WlthitiaMtntk«bfS.L.W00D^ CmmlMbdrtk.sff.M. 
TalM oi «h« OaU»h. CRma>ro. doth, tr. 
TIM MaaMrMMBl A Drana. Crown tvob u. 

Ciim (Matt.).— Advefitnres of a Fair Rebel. Crown 8vo^ doth 

•ttfn, wMi » F wriH> *> r < by Dam. Beakd. y» 6i<: i pott t^Ob aattmtd bowdfc mr. 

Crockett (S. R.) and others.— Tales of Our Coast. By S. R. 

CkOCKBTT. GILBBRT PAKKBR. HaROLD FRBDSRIC. 'QV nd W CUUUC RUUBU. WM n 
inuaradoM by FKAWK Brakcwyw. Crown ew>. cloth. y.ML 

Croker (Mrs. B. M.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3^. 6dL 

•achLpoti tvo. niuttaMd bwrdi, v. each : clom Umfi. a«. ML Mch. _ 

yuiBjo »ml— Mid iMgto TwjtidJM. I Two ■ — Uw. 1 SbNJtnrlii 

Crown tvok doth «Rti», jr. Ml Mch. _ 

Xovrtod or Statfi^r I la ftho MlntfBW of BMiy^ 

Boyoad tfco >ato. Crown •ra. bnckians to. 

Crulkshank's Comic Almanack. Compete in Two Series: The 

First, from itas to 1B41 : th« Sbcono, from it44 to iSsi- A GathoHnf of the Be«t Honour off 
THAOCBRAY. HOOO. MAVHBW. ALBBRT SMITH. A'BBCKBTT. ROBBRT BROUCK. *C WMi 
nuowfoat Stool Eoffrarincs and Woodcuta fay GaORCB CRUIKSHANK. HlMB. LaIIDBUJ» Jks. 
Two Volt., crown 9fo, cloth pit, y/. Ml each. 
Tho Lift of Ooorgo Oralkahaak. By Blamchabd Jbrbolu With t4 IBuatratlom and m 
BlbSocropfcy. Crown t?o. cloth ottia. to. 

Cummlnr (C. P. Gordon) » Works by. Demy 8vo^ d. ex.. 8f. 6i. es. 

In thn RoteUtaS. WMi an Antptypa Prontiwloco an4 •% IHiMtratkmt. 

In tho BlmataTM uid oa ftko ladUui Plalao. With 4a llhiMiatleMk 

Two HawnrxSaM la Covloa. Withi 



TIa OowiWaU to aeyyt. with a PholoiTamro Froptlaplacnb Pomy tra doth. y». ML 

Cussans (John B.).— A Handbook of Heraldry; with Instructions 

for Tnu:inr Miffrooa and Dadphorinir Andent MSS.. &e. Fourth Edition, rovtnd. wWi 40! Woedeatt 

a nd a Coloured Platot. Crown Bvo. doth oxtra, to. 

C yples (W.).— Hearts of Oold. Cr. 8vo, d., 31. U. ; pott Svo, bds.. as. 
Daudet (Alphonse).— The Evansrellst; or. Port Salvation. Crown 

Svo, doth extra, y. 6d. ; po« tvo. ffloatratod boards, sr. 

Davenant (Francis, M. A.). —Hints for Parents on the Choice off 

a ProTeadon for their Sons when BtarUaff la Ufa. Crow n «vo. doth, ir. td. 

Davidson (Hus:h Coleman).— Mr. Sadler's Daughters. With a 

Froati4>iece by STA.VLBY WOOD. Crown tre, cloth extra. 9*. i d. 

Davies (Dr. N, E. Yorke-), Works by. Cr. Svo, u, ea.; cl, xi. ti. ea. 

Ono Thoasaad ■odloal HazlniB and Bnvgteal Hlata. 



M UMonr Mints 1 A Mother's Guide In Health andDisease. 

Foods mtho Fati A Treatlro on Corpulency, and a DietaiylWftiCloa 

Aids to Loa< Llfo. Crown tro. er. ; doth Ihnp, ar. id. 

Davies' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited, 

with Introduction and Notea, by Rer. A. B. CrosaRT. P.P. Two Vols., crown Bro, doCl. y. U. ench. 

Dawson (Erasmus, M.B.).— The Fountain of Youth. Crown 8vqu 

doth extra, wkh Two IttostratloBs by tiUMB NiSBBT, y. 6A ; post tvo. Ohtstrated boards, ar. 

De Querin (Maurice), The Journal of. Edited by G. S. TRBBtmBif. 

with a Memoir by Saintb-Bbuvb. Tnniatod tnm «bm aeth Franch Edition by JBBBIB P. FROTM. 
INCHAU. Fcap. Svo. half-bound, ar. 6A 

De Maistre (Xavier).— A Journey Round my Room. Translated 

liy Sir HBNRY ATTWBLL. Pott tro, doth Ihnp. ar. «A 

De Mllle (James).- A Castle In Spain. Crown Svo, doth extra, with 

a F rontJBplace. y. 64, t poat t^o. Ilhistrated boards, ar. 

Derby (The) : The Bine Ribbon of the Turf. With Briel'^Aocoant• 

ofTllsOAKS. By LOVS Hbxby CVR20M. Croim tro, dolfa Omp. ar. ML " " 
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CHATto A WtNbUd, itl St. Mmia*i Ua4, UridM. W.& f 

Derwent (Leith)» Novels by. Cr. 8vo» d., 35. 6<f. ea. ; post Svo, 25. ea. 

Ottg Lady of T«»r». | Clg— *■ Iioy ra. 

Dewar (V. R.)*— A Ramble Round the Globe. With 220 lUustra- 

tiont. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, yt, 6d, 

Dickens (Charles).— Sketches by Boz. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2i. 

MMemt ■■Aaad with DtolMas. By Alfred Rimmbk. Wtthsrllltistntioasby C A. Vakdbk* 
HOOF. ALPRKD RiMMBR , and other*. Square 8vo. cloth extra, 7X. 6<f. _^^___________^ 

Dictionaries. 

A DtatlMiMT of HlMetoSi ImitatlTe. RMBtde. and Dogmatic. By the Rev. B. C. Brbwbk, 

^ LUD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, w. €4. 

VlM lUadm*« M*ndbook of Alluslona, BoIwumm, Plots, ona Btovtos. By the Rer. 



E. C. Brbwbr. LL.D. With an ENGLISH BIBUOGRAPHY. Crown 8vo. cloch extra, 71. 6d, 

*' -■ -»■--•- ™ — '-«- -^•-- — '-- — " - - '•--•- iiuip^ 3,^ i 

Sxpfanatoiy Notes by Samubi. 
NT, A.M. Crown Sro, cloth extra, m. €d. 

ttg Dlotlonarv 1 Etymolofpcal, Historical, and Anecdotal. < . . 

Words, neU, and PhraMai A Dictionary of Curiom, Quaint, and Oot-of-the-Way Matters. By 



pAmlUojp Bhprt Bajj^giTof Oroat ■on. ^With Historical and Expluatoiy Notes by Samubi. 

Crown 8vo. cloth. 6$. 6dL 

, . J ^uiLOiuint. 

ELIB2BR EDWARDS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, s^. 6A 



Diderot.--The Paradox of Acting. Translated, with Notes, by 

Waltbr HBRRIBS POLLOCK. With Preface by Sir HENRY IBVWG. Crown 8vo. parchaaent. 4y. &<L ' 

Dobson (Austin), Works by. 

VhoDtaBBowlokuidlilaPaoUa. whh 95 nuatntfona. S(|naf« tvo* doth, te 
Poor ProachwODioil. with l^ur Portraits. Crown Svo, buckran, gilt top, «r. 
■Kiitoontii Contttgy VIS— tt— . In Thrbb SBRIBS. Crown 8to, buckram, to eedi. 

Dobson (W. T.).— Poetical insenuities and Eccentricities. Post 

9vo, cloth Bmp, «j. 6a, 

Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by. 

Post 8vo, Illustrated boards, ax. each ; doth tbnp, ar. M. each. 
Vho lIui.Biiato*. I WaatodI I A DoUotivo't Trtampba. 

bt at IM^^ I la tho Orip of tha Law. 

JradaadTakBB. _ _ I Prom lafonaatloa Rooalvod. 

i^Potaoaod Hottp Dansaa f | Idak h^ Llak. | Dark D—dm 



Crown tvo, dothoxtn, y. M each : post 8vo. ittustrated boards, ax. each; doCh,ar. td. eack. 
Tho Haa ftem Maaobaotor. whh aj illustrations. 
Vvaokad to Doom. With six fuU-page lUustrations hy GORDON Brownb. 
Ska Myatonr of Jamaloa Tarraoo, 

Vba Ckroaloloa at Htahaal Danovltah. of tka Baaslaii Baoat Bavwloa. Crown 9f% 
ctoth, y. U. 2 

DowHng (Richard).— Old Corcoran*s Money. Crown 8vo, cl., 3$. 6d, 
Doyle (A. Conan).— The Firm of Oirdlestone. Cr. 8vo, cl., y. 6d. 
Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, d. ex., with Portraits, y, td. per Vol. 

Baa JeaBOB'S Works. With Notes. Critical and Explanatory, and a Bk)graphkal Memoir by 



William Gifporu Edited hf Colonel Cunningham. Three Vols. 

._ -||f|>|,||g. Three Vols, "" " •— -»^- — • 

L with an Essay by A. 

-forks. Edited, with ^_, _ ,. 

\ Plaars. From GiFFORD^ Text. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. 



i*S Works. Three Vols, VoL I. contains the Plays complete ; VoL' II., Poems and Minor 
" ^ : : . " . - C. SwiNBURNB ; VoL III., Translations of the XMad and Odyssey. 

rorks. Edited, with Notes^ Colond Cunningham. '»—*'-• 

~" ~ •RD'sTexL "• " ' 



Duncan (Sara Jeannette: Mrs. Evbrard Cotbs), Works by. 

Crown Svo, doth extra, 71. id, each, 
a Soslal Dapartava. Wkh m lUustnutoas by F. H. TOWNSBND. 
Aa Amarteaa Olrl la Loadoa. With 80 Idttstratlons bj F H. Townsbnd. 
Vka SImpla JUvaatavaa of aMamsahlk. Wid» 37 lU ustrations by F. H. Townsbnd. 

Crown tvo. cloth extra, y. td. each. 
a Baajhtar of To-Day. I Yaraon's Aaat. with #7 iBusttadoiis by Hal hurst . 

Dyer (T. F. Thiselton)."-The Folk»Lore of Plants. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6y. 
Early English Poets. Edited, with Introdnctions and Annotations, 

by Rev. X B. Grosart, D.O. Crown tvo. doth boards, y. 6dl per VehaWb 



Platahavs (OUas) Complata Poams. One VoL . 

Bavtaa* (Sir Joka) Complsta Poatloal Worka. Two Vote. ^ 

Harrtak^ (Bobart) Oomplota Collaotad Poams. Three Vols. 
Bldaays (Sir PhtUp) Complata Poattoaf Works. Three Vols. 
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Edwardes (Mrs. Annie), Novels by. 

Fott tfv, ttkntiattd boafds. w. eack. 
Jlrohto Iioif ». I A Point of Hoaotttb 

Edwards (Eliezer).— Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary 

of Curtotit. Quaint, and Out-of-Cbe-Wajr Matters. C heaper Edition. Crown Ito, cloth, y. id, 

Edwards (M. Betham-), NoveU by. 

Kitty. Post Byp. boarda. ei. ; cl oth, «*. <rf. | Follda. Poet >to, muHiifd boerdi, »«. 

Egerton (Rev. J. C, M.A.). — Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways. 

With IntTDducHoa by Rer. Dr. H. WiUlH, and Four lUuatratfcwa. Crew Iro. cloth eta, y- 

E ggleston (Edward).— Roxy : A Novel. Post Svo, illnst. boards, as. 
Ensrllshman's House, The : A Practical Gaide for Selecting or Bnild- 

Jiya Houae. By CJ.RlCHAitPaow. Coloured Frootliptoce and w MMt«» Cr.tyo.cleth.yf.arf. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, P.S.A.), Works by. 

Tbo Eilfo aad Vtmmm of Frlnoo Chavlos Btnatt, Connt of Albany (Tm YOUMG PaBTUf- 

DKR. With a Portrait. Crown 8vo. doth eatia. 7/. id. 
Storl— f»om tho Btato Faporo. With Autotype Frontliplece. Ciwm t>o> doth, fc. 

Eyes, Our t How to Preserve Them. By John Browniwq. Cr. 8vo. is. 
Familiar Short Saylnjrs of Great Men. By Samubl Arthur Bbmt, 

A.M. Fifth BdMoo.Retiaed and Hnlaned. Crown tvo. doth eatm, yx. <<C 

Faraday (Michael), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. each. 



arrer (J. Anson), Works by. 

■UltarF ■ABBora ui4 Customs. Crowi 
War I Three Eanya, reprinted from ' Military I 



ThoOlMadoalBliSoiyof aCMlAlotLeetanadeHreredbeliBranJarenae AodiaMa. Edited 

by WILLIAM CROOKBS. F.C.S. With numeroo* lOustrationa. 
Ob tho VMrtotts Fomoo of HBtavo, ob« thol» BolBtteBS to SMh othov. Edited by 

WiLUAM CaoOKHS. F.C.S. With Maitmionfc 

Farrer (J. 

"■ - - . (5oim tw), doth eztia, dr. 

f Manner* and Costoew.' Orewn tra. tr. t detti. xk. <A 

Fenn (O. Manvllle), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. doth extn. y. id. each ; post tro, lllailnled beardf, nr . each. 
ghe Mow Mlotf— s. I WItno— to tho Pood. | Tho Tljog Idly. \ Tho Whjto VlXla. 

Fin- Bee. —The Cupboard Papers : Observations on the Art of Living 

and Dining. Post tro, cloth iimp, ar. 6rf. 

Fireworks, The Complete Art of Making ; or, The Pyrotechnist's 

Treaawy. By ThouaS KbntiSH. Whh 067 lUustntlonaL Crewn trot doth, $>• 

First Book, My. By Walter Besant, Jambs Payn, W. Clarb Rtrs- 

SBLU Grant allbn. Hall Cainb, Gborcb r. Sims. Rudyard KirLmc A. Conan DovtB« 

M. e. BRADDON. F. W. ROBINSON. H. RiDBR HAGGARD. R. M. BALLANTYNB, I. ZANCWILL, 
MORLEY R0BBRT5, D. CHRISTIB MURRAY. MARY CORBLU, J. K. JBROMB, JOKM STBANCB 
WINTER. Brbt Hartb, ' Q..' ROBBRT BUCHANAN, and R. L. 8TBVBNSON. With a Prefatory Stoty 
by JEKOMB K. JBROMB. and 185 IBuatrations. A New Edlttea. SoaU deoty 8ve^ art Uaao, y. ML 

Fitzs:erald (Percy), Works by. 

LIttIO BMoyo I Passages from the Letteie of CHARLBS LAMB. Post tvo, doth, ec «A 
Faua Sovo. Crown Sro, cloth e rtra. y. 6d, ; post tro. ilhmra ied boards ac 

Post tvo, fllustrated boards, ar. each. 
Bollo DoBBBi I Tho Lady of BroBtomo. i Tho Booond Mro. TUlotooB. 
PoUy. I MOBOB Forgotton. |^BovoBty-flTo Bvooko Btroot. 

Tho LliO of Jomoa MOOWOU (of Auchinleck). With Uhists. Two Vols., deny tvo. cloth, s^r. 

TbO Bavoy Oponu With te IDustrations and Portraits. Crown 8ro, doth, y. td. 

B» BOBry iBVlBf I Twenty Years at the Lyceum. Whh Portrait. Crown tvo. tx. : cloth, tr. Ml 



Flammarlon (Camllle), Works by. 

Fomtlar JLotroaomy 1 A General Description of the HesreBt. Tnndated bf J. EllaBB GORB, 

F.R.A.Sb With Three Plates sndatsinastrstloos. Medhna tvo. doth, rtr. 
graala l A 1? 1— anr a WIdi By Ilhistrations. Crown ivo, doth e atra, 5*. 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete Poems: Christ's Victoria in 

Beeven. Christ^ Vkiotle en Berth. Christ's Triemph over Death, and Mhior Peem. With Notes by 
Rev. A. a. CROOART. D.D. Crown tvo, cloth boards, y. 6d» 

Fooblanque (Albany).— Filthy Lucre. Post 8vo, illust. boards, at. 
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PrancUlon (It B.)t Novels by 

CrowBtv«.cloth«Etn,9f.MLMclki poattv*.! 
OMfeyOBC. I ABmUOomm. I J|] 

Bo9MotB«Bd« nhutntod. ^_____^_____^ 

PoMtvo, iUottntMl boanK mx. Mch. 
fivMB 0o9lMt«b I Olym ptm* | Bo»ano#s of t ha Lawa | King ot Kaava T 
Xaak Doyla's Dantfhtwt Crown tvo. doth. y. && 

Frederic (Harold)* NoveU by. Post 8vo, illnst. boards, as. each. 

■•th'a Brothtg^ Wlfa. I Tha I.«wton OteL 

French Literature* A History of. By Hemry Van Laun. Three 

Voli.,dMiqrtTO>do<hbc«di,y^.fl^e«ch. 

Friswell (Haln).--One of Two; A Novel. Post 8vo, illuat. bda., as. 
Fry's (Herbert) Royal Guide to the London Charities. Edited 

byJOHMLAWB. FuMtohod AnniMlly. Cimni lyo. doth. ««. 6dl 

Qardenlne Books. Post 8vo. is. each; cloth Hmp. xi. 6d, each. 

A Tmup*« Work la GavAaa aad Oreaahoaaa. By Gborgb GLBNifT. 
Hoaaahold Harttoaltaia. By ToMcnd Ianb laaROLn. Ilh«ttai«L 
Vila Oaidaa that Paid tha Baat. ByToa jaRROU)L 

My eaaJan WIML By FRAHCIS C» Hbath. Crow »f» doth wctni. €9. 

Gardner (Mrs. Alan).— Rifle and Spear with the Rafpoot«: Bcint; 

tho Namtiro of • Wtetor^ Tmrd md Sport in Northom ladte. With BanMroiis lUuBtratloiu by tho 
Authof and P. H. TOWNSBKD. Domy 4to. hdf-bound. ns. 

Garrett (Edward).— The Capel Girls: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 

ertro, with two lUostnittoai, y. fct i post 8¥0. fllMtratod boaids. u. 

Gaulot (Paul).— The Red Shirts: A Story of the Revolution. Trans- 

htod Xtf JOHW DB VnxiBRS. Whh > Frontiiptece by STAHLHY WOOD. Crowp P^n. cl<Hh. y. 6</. 

Gentleman's Magazine, The. is. Monthly. Contains Stories* 

Aitldw upon Utamtun, SdoBca, Biography, and Ait, and • Xakla Talk ' by Sylvanus Urban. 

Gentleman's Annual* The. Published Annually in November, xs, 
German Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers Grimm and 

Tiandatad by Edgar Taylor. With Introduction by ToHir RUSKIN, and sa Sted FUtet after 
CBORCB CRUIKSHAWK. Square 8to. doth. 6j. 6d. ; gilt odgOl. 71 6rf. 

Gibbon (Chas.)« Novels by. Cr. 8vo,cl., 35. 6d, ea.; postSvo, bds., 2s, ea. 



BaUB Oray. With Frontispiaco. I Xiovliitf a Dvaan. 

Tha Ooldaa Sbatt. With Fro ntlspieca. j Of Htgh DHf—* 

Fost 8T0, Illustrated boardi. nt. eadk. 

la Lovtt and Wat. 
M Haavt'a Ppoblain. 

aHaad and StMam. 
a Braaa of Yarxowi 
Paaay Praa. 
In Honoar BonadL 
Haart'a Paltght. | BIood-Honav. 



Bar Laek of Oeld« 

Wha* WIU tha WavM SayT 

VovthaKlng. | A Havd : 

Qoaaa af tha HaadoWi 

laPai 



O lbney (Somervllle). —Sentenced I Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 
Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays by. In Three Series, 2s. 6d. each. 

The FIRST SbbibS contains i The Mndced Wofid— PygmaHon and Galatea— Charity— The Princess— 

The Palace of Truth— Trid by Jury. 
The SBCOND Sbribs : Broken Hearts— Engaced— Sweethearts— Gtetcben—Danl Dnioe— Tom Cohb 

— H.M.S. ' Plnaforo'- The Sorcerer— The Pirates of Penzance. 
The THIRD SERIES: CoQody and Tragedy— Poggcity'* Fairy— Rorencrants and Caildcn^crn. 

PatioDce— Prhicess Id*— The Mikado^Jtuddigore— The Yeomen of the Guard— The Gomlolicrs— 

The Mountebanks— Utopia. 

BUhft OwigfJUJ Gomla Opavaa written by W. S. Gilbert. In Two Serie*. PefRy Rm dnth. 
2f. 6d, eadk The FIRST cootainlag: The Sorcerer— H. M.S. * FfaMfore —The Fiiates of Pearance— 
.. .. -. .. -J .j_ «- , mkajjo_Xrid by Jury. 



The SBCOND SBRIBS cooaMofi TheGonddiet*-tThe Grend Duke— The Yeomen of theOuard-^ 
Ills EzoaDency— Utopia, I.lmired-^R a ddigore T he Mountebanka^Haste to the Wedding. 

Tha OUhart aaA Salllvaa Blvthday Books Quotadona fo? Every Dny to the Year, selected 
from Flays by W. S. GiLBBRT aet to Mndc by Sir A. SULUVAN. CompUed by Albx. WaTSOH. 
Royd s9ao, Japwese leather, tr. id. 
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Gilbert (William), Novels by. Post 8vo. iUastrated bda.. 2S. each. , 

Th< Wlamrd of tlf ■•mtaiifa t 

Olenvllle (Ernest), Novels by. 

Crown tvo. doth •stn, ST. <AMcli}poiktrakBagMtedbQ«KbbM.wck. 

Tin I_Mt nilFMBi ft Tilt -f ' — . "-'" ' *'' — • — WHIi Two M i iumtow by H. WMCT. 

TbttFoaalokwi ARomanoeorMaSuiiuluML Whh Two lllintratiaM by HUICB NISSVT. 
A WmiM Colonial. With a Fromi iploco by Stamuiy Wood. 

Tbo OoldOB Kook. WhhaFfontlHilMobySTAiiLBY^ooa OowB tvo^ dolk oHm. sr. tA 
Kloof To wio. Crown >ro, picturo cott , tt. ; dotb, u. 64, ^ 

Qlenny (Oeorsre).— A Year's Work In Garden and Greenhouses 

Pr«cttedAdHcoMtotiioiiMMgwn>iitofOMlTowor.Fnrft«ndPnunaGM<ton.PO«t?o.«j.;clp^ 

Godwin (William).— Lives of the Necromancers. Post 8vo, el.. «. 
Golden Treasury of Thought, The : An Encyclopaedia' of Qoota- 

TiONS. Edited by THBODORK TAYLOK. Crown tro, doth gfll^ 7f. 6rf. 

Gontaut, Memoirs of the Duchesse de (Gouveraante to the Chil- 
dren or PmnceKi773-«i9fw with Two PhotograTnrM. Two Vob.. demy 8»o. doth oartm, «f. 

Goodman (E. J.).— The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cn 8vo, y. 6i. 
Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, described from Anttqne 

Montiments. By ERMST GUHL and W. KONBA. Edited by Or. F.HUBFVBK. Wkk S4S DtaM^ 
tlons. Largo crown 8to, doth o rtra, yj . 6d. 

Greville (Henry), Novels by. 

Pott Bto, niustralod boards, w. ead^ 
Htkanop. Traniliied by Eliza E.CHASB. 
a Moblo Womoa. TrMMlatod by Albbrt D. Vawdam. 

Griffith (Cecil).— Corinthia Marazion : A Novel. Crown 8vo,,cloth 

extra, y. M. ; poat tro, illustrated boardi, ar. 

Grundy (Sydney).— The Days ef his Vanity: A Passage in the 

Ufe ofaYounf Man. Crown Sro, doth extra, jr. 6(<L i post tro, Uoatnted boards, a*. 

Habberton (John, Author of * Helen's Babies '), Novels bye . 

Post tro, Uustfated boards, nr. andi t doth Bmp, ar. td. mdk. 
B rnoton'B Boyoo. | Coantiy fcooiu 

Hair, The: Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans- 
lated from the Gennan of Dr. J. PiNCUS. Crown Sro, ia t doth, tr. 6d, 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex.,6f. each. 

H«« SjmbolB. I Ii O<ond» of tho Morrow. | Vho Sorpoat May. 
Mo l dOB Kootooy. Small 4to. doth artra. «f. 

Halifax (C.).-Dr. Rumsey's Patient. By Mrs. L. T. Meads and 

C UFFORP Halifax, M.D. Crown iro, doth, ts. 

Hall (Mrs. S. C.).— Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous 

Illustrations on Steel and Wood by llACUSB, GiLSBRT. HaRVBY, and GBORGB CRUIKSHAMK 
S mall d emy 8vo. cloth extra« js. 6d. 

H all (Owen). —The Track of a Storm. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. 
Ha lllday (Andrew).— Every»day Papers. Post 8vo, boards, ai. 
HandwritintTf The Philosophy of. With over zoo Facsimiles and 

Exptan.itoiy Text. By DON FELIX PH SALAMANCA. Post Bro. doth top. M. 9A 

Hanky-Panky : Easy and Difficult Tricks, White Magic. Sleight of . 

Han<C&c. Edited by W. H. CRHMER. With aoo Illustrstlops. Crown frro. doth ortra, 4f. id. 

H ardy (L.a d y Duff us).— Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. Post8vo, bds., at . 
Hardy (Thomas).— Under the Greenwood Tree. Crown 8vo. cloth 

extra, with Portnit and i$ lUustratlops. y. td. ; pot tro, IMustrated boards, ar. doth Hap, at; 41 

Harwood (J. Berwick) —The Tenth Earl. Post 8vo« boards, Sf. 
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Harte's (Bret) Collected Works. Revised by the Aathor. LIBRARY 

EDITION, In NIm VohiiMS. ctowa 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 
VoL I. COMPLBTB POBTICAL AND DRAMATIC WORKS. With Sted-plste l*ortrall. 
M II. THB Luck op roaring Camp— Bohemian papbks->ambiucan lsgbnoi. 

w til. TALBS op THB ARGONAUTS—EASTBRN SKETCHES. 

M IV. GABRIBX. CONROY. I VoL V. STORIBS-CONDBNSEO NOVBLS. &C. 

M VI. Tales op thb pacipic slops. 

M VII. Tales op the Pacipic slope— II. with Portrait by John Pbttib, ILA. 

M VIII. Tales op the pine and thb cypress. 

„ IX. BUCKBYB AND CHAPP AREL. 

TlM BttlftOt WoPkB of W^^t Hmrt%, In Prose and Poetry. With Introductory Eaay by J. M- 

BELLEW, Portrait of the Author, and 50 Illustrations. Crown Sro, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
Br»t HBPttt'a PcMtloal Wopks. Printed on hand-made paper. Crown 8vo, buduam. 4^. 6rf. 
A Mttvr Volama of Po«m«. Crown 8vo, buclcrani._u. [FrepariMg: 

Thtt Quttan of th» Pltata lal*. With 98 Original Drawings by Katb GRBENAWay, reproduced 
in Coloan by EDMUND EVAN S. SmaU 4to. doth, y . 

Crown 8to, doth extra, v. 6tf. each : pott Svo, pictvie boards, af . each. 
A Waif of th« Plalna. With «o tllustrations by Stanley l. Wood. 
A Ward of Iha Ooldaa 0»to . With s» Illustrations b y Stanley L. Wooxh 

ri^wiiS'. .. ' ~ 1> extra, y. 6d. each. 
Jl HAppho of Gr««n; BpF!nga. :. Two Illustrations by Hume Nisbbt. 

Go lion el Starbattie'i Client, and tiom« Othar Paopla. With a Fiootlnieca. 
■tuir I A Ho*tii- With h>finmp(«i? iftii Vifj^-rte by J. A. CHRISTIE. 
Bally DowBt >V£-, U i[ii 47 iLluirrfiCLocks by ^v. D. ALMOND and Others. 
A Pf atadfea d EJ aa k: H amil ti'a. Jrc. vv ith 96 Illustrations by W. SMALL and othere. 
Tba Bair-Rlnjar cf Aiie«l'a, &c. \^1tli .^ Illustrations by l3uDLEY HARDY and othera. 
Claranca : K Story ar the Aiuencan \Vjr. Wlch Eight lUustratiuns by A. JULB GOODMAN. 
Barll^r'a Luok. ic. Wilh rj |]luifnll(Mn hy A. FORESTIBR, PAUL HARDY, &C. 
DavU'a W^XA^ ^c. With m P'roiUlM.,,..^ 1 ,. W. H. OVBRBND. 

Tlt« Crmfcdv of ttia " Excels J n • ^ « frontispiece by J. Bernard Partridge. 

TbHia Paribata i (>ri T be b l riitt o n_] : ' ^^ v Tree HilL Wit h 8 Illustrations by J. GUUCH. [5^/<. 

Pott tro, illustrated boards. axTcach. 
Oatolal Convoy. ^ _ I Tha Luek of Roarlntf Caaap. *e. 
An BaiMBB of Bad Doi. Ac . | C altforaUn Btorlaa. 
^ Pott tro, fflpstrated boards, at. each Tdoth. ax. 6tf. each. 
yMp» I Maruja. t A PhylUa of tha Btawai. 

Hawels (Mrs. H. R.), Books by. 

Tha Apt of BaMitjr* MTkh Coloured Frontispiece and 91 IRustratlons. Sqaara tro, doth bda.. €s, 
Tha Art of DaooPttUoB. With Coloared Frontispiece and 74 Illnstradona. Sq. 8to, cloth bds., 6f, 
Tha Art of Dvaaa. With 39 Iliustrationa. Post 8vo, u. ; doth, is. td. 



With 39 Iliustrationa. Post 8vo. u. ; doth, is. td. 
«.B»ao«v mw B«n<N»lB. Demy 8vo. cloth limp, ej. 61L 
Chaaoa* for ChUdPan. with 38 Illustrations is Coloored). Crown 4to. doth extra, y. id. 

Haweis (Rev. H. R., M.A.), Books by. 



f Washington Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, Tames Russell 

LOWELL, ARTBMUS WARD, MARK TWAIN, and Brst HaRTB. Third Edition. Crown Svo, 
doth extra, ts. 
Waval and Talk, iaBS-BS*BB t My Hundred Thooaaad Miles of Travel through Amertca-Cana'«a 
—New Zealand— Tasmania— Auttrafia— Ceylon -The Paradises of the Pacific. With Photogravuto 
Frontispieces. A New Edition. Two Vols., crown 8iro, cloth, lax. 

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crown Sto. cloth extra, jr. td. each } pott tro, flh u trated boards, ar. each. 
BMPth. I ■Illoa Qaantbu I Baatrlx Randolph. With Four lHusta. 

Babaatlaa Btpoaaa. _ I David PolDdaxtar'a Dlaappaaranod. 

Voptmia'a PooL I Dtttt* F our Iflusta. f Tha Bp actpa of tha Camapa. 

Pott Ivo, illustrated boards, ar. each. 
MlMCadotMu ( liova-op » Kama. 

Hawthorne (Nathaniel).— Our Old Home. Annotated with Pas- 

sages from the Author's Note-boolM. and Illustrated with 31 Photogravures. Two Vols., cr. 8v o. lyi. 

Heath (Francis George).— My Garden Wlld» and What 1 Grew 

There. Crown 8to, doth extra, gflt edges, 6r. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, zs. 6d. each. 

JUiimala and thalp MastaPB; \ Social Fpaaanpa. 

Iwan da Blpon t A NoreL Crown 8ro. doth extra, y. 6d. i post Bvo. illustrateJ boards, ar. 

Henderson (Isaac). — Agatha Page : A Novel Cr. 8vo. cl., 35. 6d. 
Henty (G. A.), Novels by. 

■mub tha Jotflap. With Eight lUuatntiom bf STAJCLBV L. Wood. Crawa 8*0^ doth. y. &4i t 

post 8ro. aittstrated boards, ss. } 

Dovothya Donbla. Crown tro. doth. y. id. I 

Tha Qoaan'B Cup, 3 ^^ob., crown two, ly. net, ' 

Herman (Henry).— A Leading Lady. Post 8vo,bds.,25. ; cL, 25. 6rf. 
Herrlck's (Robert) Hesperides, Noble Numbers^ and Complete 

C o l l a ot ad Feama. Wkh Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. CROSART, D.D, 
tiael Portrait, Ac, Tltf*^ Yds., crown •vo, doth boards, y. 6d. each. 
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Hertzka (Dr. Theodor).— Freeland; A Social Anticipation. Trans- 

lat ed by ARTHUR Ransom. Crown ero> doth otra. gj. 

Hesse- Wartegs: (Chevalier Ernst von).— Tunis: The Land and 

the Paople, With aa IPuatnitioM. Crown Bro. doth •»tr>. y. 6d. 

Hill (Headon).— Zambra tlie Detective. Post 8vo, bds> , 21. ; cL, 2s. 6d. 
Hill (Joltn), Worlcs by. 

TroMon-Falony. Post 8yo. boanli, m« | Th€ Comnnon Anc»«tog. Cr. 8»o. doth, 3x. 6<i: 

Hoey (Mrs. Casliel).— Tlie Lover's Creed. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
Holiday, Wiiere to go for a. By E. P. Sholl, Sir H. Maxwell, 

Bart., M.P., JOHN WATSON, jANE BARLOW, MARY LOVRTT CAMERON. lUSTlN H. MCCARTHY. 

Paul Langb, J. w. graham, j. U. Salter. Phcbbb allbn. S. J. Bbckbtt, l. Rivem Vinb, 
»nd C. P. CORDON CUM MING. Crown 8»o. is. ; doth, it, id. 

H ollingsliead ( Jolt n).— Niagara Spray. Crown 8vo, 15. 

Holmes (Oordon, M.D.)— Ttie Science of Voice Production and 

Yotco Pw— inr>tloiu Crown »yo. xs. ; doth, xs.^d. 

Holmes (Oliver Wendell), Works by. 

Th« aatoerat of thft BMaktast-Tabl*. lliustratAd hj J. Gordon Thomson. Poit 8fo, doth 

limp, 9s. 6A— Another Edition, post 8to, doth. ox. 
Thm Auto«rat of thtt BMakfiMt-Tabl* and Tho Frofeaaov *i th« BMakfkst-TaMo. 

In One Vol. Post 8vo, half'bound. as. 

Hood's (TItomas) Clioice Worlcs in Prose and Verse. With Life of 

the Author. Porttalt. and aoo Illuscratlons. Crown Uro, doth extn, fs. 6d, 
Hood's Wblms antf OddKl—* With 85 IlhistratloM. Post 8ro, half>boQnd. y. 

Hood (Tom).— From Nowliere to tlie Nortli Pole: A Noah's 

Asteologlcal NanratiTe. With sj IBustrationi by W. BRUNTON and E. C Barnes, Cr. 8vo. doth. 6r. 

Hook'a (Theodore) Choice Humorous Worlcs ; including his Ludi- 

croos Adrentttim. Bona Mota. Puna, and Hoaxaa. With Life of the Author. Portnita. Facafadloii and 
niuatrationa. Crown 8yo, doth tetra, js. 6d. . 

Hooper (Mrs^ Oeo.).— The House of Raby. Post 8vo. boards, ar. 
Hopklna (Tighe).— **Twixt Love and Duty.* Post Svo, boards. 2f. 



Home (R. Henglst). — Orion: An Epic Poem. With Photograph 

• r SUMMERS. Tenth Edition. Crown 8to, doth eartra. js. . 



Hungerfdrd (Mr^., Author of • Molly Bawn '), Novels by. 

Post 8to, illustrated boards, ar. each : doth limp. nr. 6d. each. 
a M»ld«B JUl Vorlera. I Ji Modorn Clroo. 1 An UiiMtisfaotovsr ZiOVOVa 
Marvol. A Montal Btrntf lo. I Lady Patty. 
In Dnranoo VUft. I I 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. 6d, each ; post 8to. illustrated boards, ar. each ; cloth limp. 9s. 6A each. 
Iiady YomWa FUght. I The Rcd-Hea— Mytoi-y* I Tho Throo GwkOtm* 

Crown Svo, doth extra, jr. 6d. each. 
Tbo ProfOBaor*« nKpovlmont. With Frontispiece by E. J. WHEELER. 
Nova Crelna. I AprU's Lady. 
An Anxious ■omont. 
A Point of Conselonoo. 

LoTloO* Crown >ro, doth. 6s. 

Hunt's (Leigh) Essays : A Tale for a Chimney Comer, &c. Edited 

b y Epm UNP OllibR. Poet 8yo. half-b ound, zs. — — — __-_^________^_«_^_^ 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by. 

Crown 8to. doth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8ro, illustrated boards, at. each. 

Tho Loadon Caskot. I BoU-Condoraned. | That Othor Pomob. 

_ ThomlOToft*a ModOl. Post 8to. boar ds, ar. | M pn.Jullot . Crown Bro, cloth eaitia, y. gA 

Hutchison (W. M.).— Hints on Colt-breaking. With 25 Illustnu 

tions. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, y. 6d. «__«-__^ __-__ 

Hydrophobia : An Account of M. Pasteur's System ; The Technique of 

liis Method, and Statistics. By Rbnaud SUZOR, M.B. Crown 8to, doth extra. &f. 

Hyne (C. J. Cutcliffe).— Honour of Th i eves. Or. Svo. cloth, y. 6rf. 
Idler (The) : An Illustrated Monthly Magazine. Edited by J. K Jbromb. 

Nos. s to 48. 6rf. each ; No. 49 "nd foDowfaig Numbers, m. each. The first EIGHT VOLS., doth, jr. each 1 
VoL IX. and aAer, ^s, bd. each.— Cases for Binding, u, (>d. each. * 
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Impressions (The) of Aureole. Cheaper Edition, with a New Pre- 

faca. Poit 8ro, blush-roM iMper sod cloth, tr. 6dL 

I ndoor Paupers. By One of Thbm. Crown Svo, is, ; cloth. 15. 6d. 
f ngelow (Jean). —Fated to be Free. Post 8vo, illustrated bds., 25. 
Innkeeper's Handbook (The) and Licensed Victualler's Manual. 

By J. TRBVOIt-DAVlBS. Crown Svo. u. ; cloth, v 6dL 



Irish Wit and Humour* Songs of. 

Percbvax. Graves. Post Svo. cloth Ump, bs. 6A 



Collected and Edited by A. 



Irving (Sir Henry) : A Record of over Twenty Years at the Lyceum, 

By PhrCY FITZGERALD. With Portrait. Crown Svo, js. ; doth, ». fioT. 

James (C. T. C.^. — A Romance of the Queen's Hounds. P^t 

8vo, cloth limp, it. 6d. 

Jameson (William).— My Dead Self. Post 8vo, bds., u. ; cl., 2s. 6d. 
Ja pp (Alex. H.» LL. P.). —Dramatic Pictures, &c. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 5$. 



Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Tha Dark CoUaaa. I Tba Qaaan of Oonnanght. 



each. 



Jefferies (Richard), Works by. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. ' 

Natura aaav Iiondoa. I Ttaa Llfa of tha FlaMs. | Tha Opaa JUr. 

V Alflo th« Hahd^madb Paper edition, crown Svo. bnckram, gUt top, &r. each. 

Tha InloCf of Rlehavd Jaffavlaa. By Sir Walter Besamt. With a Photostaph Portrait. 
Crown tvo. cloth otia, 6r. 

Jennings (Henry J.), Works 

CurlosUlaa of CrtUalam. Post giro, cloth fknp, v. 6d. 

iKird Tanayaoa 1 A Biographical Sketch. With Portrait Voit flvoy u. ; doth, u. 64. 

Jerome (Jerome K.), Books by. 

Btaialaad. With 64 Illiutratlon$ by J. Bernard PARTRroCB. Fcap. 4to. picture corer, u. 
John Iniarfllald. && With 9 Ittusts. by A. S. BOVD and JOHN GULICH. Fcap. 8vo. pic. cor. tt. 64. 
Tha Pmda*a Protfvaaa 1 A Comedy by J. K. Jerome and Eden Phillpotts. Cr. svo, x^u 6^ . 

Jerrold (Douglas).— The Barber's Chair; and The : iledgeihofi: 

Lattaia. Po«t 8vo. printed on laid paper and half>boand, av. 

Jerrold (Yom), Works by. Post Svo, is, ea. ; cloth limp, 15. 6d. each. 

Tha Cardan that Paid tha Rant. 

Houaahold Hovtloultova t A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated. 

Jesse (Edward).— Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life. 

Post «»o . doth limp, ms, 

Jones (William, F.S.A.), Works by. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 75. 6d. each. 

Flnjfar-Rlng Iiora i Hlftotlcal. Legendary, and Anecdotal With nearly 900 Illustrationji Second 

Edition, Revised and Enlarged. 
Cradulltlas, Past and Praaaat. Including the Sea and Seamen. Miners, Talismans. Word and 

Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing or Anhnals, Birds, Ejres, Lucic, &c With Frontispiece. 
Crowna and Coconatloas 1 A History oT Regalia. With 100 Illustrations. 



Jonson's (Ben) Works. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 

a Biographical Memoir by WiLUAM GlTFORD. Edited by Colond CUNNINGHAM. Three Vob 
crown Svo. doth extra, ar. 6d, each. 

Joseph US, The Complete Works of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 

uinW * The Antiquities of the Tews' and 'The Wan of the Jewa.' With 59 Illustzatlons and Maps. 



Two Vols., demy tvo, 



lesoftba T( 
half-bound. 



Kempt (Robert).— Pencil and Palette : Chapters on Art and Artists. 

Post Svo, doth limp, ar. 6d, 



Kershaw (Mark). — Colonial Facts and Fictions: 

Sketchea Poet 8vo, Olustrafd boards, ar. ; doth, at. 6d. __^.^___ 



Humorous 



King (R. Ashe), Novels by. 

a Drawn Oama. Ckown Svo, clo&, s^. 



6d, ; post Svo, boards, it. 



Post Svo, illustrated boards, ar. each. 
■Tha Waaplatf af tha Ovoaa.' | Paatloa'a Biava. 



Rail BarvT. 
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Knlzht (Wllltem, M.R.C.Sm and Edward, L.R.C.P.). — The 
ICnlrhts (The) of the Lion : A Romance of the Thirteenth Centurv. 

Editod, witk M Intwdiiclloe« by tiio MarQVMS orLOKHB, K.T. Oo^a >fO, ckth wti^ to, 

Lamb'tf (Charles) Complete Works in Prose and Verse, incliidiug 

•PoMsy Ibf ChUdmi'uid • Priace Dona.' EdiMd. witli NoC« and lattoducdoo. by R. K. 5HEP- 



HBRD. WUi Two Portraiu and Pacsimila of tho « Enay on Roaat P^.' Crawa two, half-bd., 7J.6A 
vntt BiMiy ■ of SUa* Poit Ivo, priatad oa UM'papeff sad hair-bound, ns. 
Iitttl« ■•■ays I Skatchaa and Charactara by CHA&Las LAMB, aalactod ttcm hto Ltttan by PB&CY 

FiTZCBRALu. Post Bvo, clotb limit, ar. 6d. 
Vk« Dnunailo Basays of ChaviM Lamfe. With latiodactlaB and Notaa by Biuucdbr Uat- 

TMaws. aadStaal-ptatePomate. Pcap. »ro. half-boiind, a*. ^. 

Lsndor (Walter Savai^e).— Citation and Examination of William 

Shakipaara. Ac., baiora Sir Tboaiaa Lacy, touching Door-stoaltaff, 19th Septambor, 158B. To which 
li added. A Oonfavanca of Haator ■dmttn4 8paM«v with tha Eail of Ettex. 
Staio of Italaad. 1595. Kcap. »to. hatf-Roaburgha. 9s. id. 

Lane (Edward Wliilam).— The Thousand and One Nights, com- 
monly caUad hi Eagtaad Tha arablaa Nltfhta* ■aUvCalnmanta. Tian«latad Tram tha Aiabic. 
with Notaa. lUuatnlod with many hundrad EngMvtasa from Dodgni by HaKVEY. EdiMd by EOWAko 



• Aiabic. 

^-_, iOWAKD 

STANLEY FOOLS. With Piafaca by S rANLBY Lans-POOLJL Thtaa Vols., demy 8vo. cloth, jt. oA aa. 



Larwood (Jacob). Works by. 

Jaaidntai of tfie Clifty. Poft Svo. iaid papar. h alHwan d. m. 

Pott SvOb cloth Ifanp^ Bt. td, each. 
yo>ooolo aaaodo f 1. | Thaatrtoal 



Lehmann (R. C), Works by. Post Svo, is, each ; cloth, zs. 6^ each. 

Harry Flaayar aft Cawbrldia. 

ConwarEailoaal Mlaia lor irownd BhooftarE i A Cuida to PolHa Talk. 

Leigh (Henry S.).^Carols of Cockayne. Printed on hand-made 

papar, bound to imchram. y. 

Leiand (C. Godfrey). —A Manual of Mending and Repairing. 

WithPUirama. Crown ftvo. cloth, 3». 

Lepelletier (Edmond). — Madame Sans-Qene. Translated from 

Ilia Fwnch by JOHN PB VILLIERS. Crown »»o> ctoch. y. td, ; po<t >ifa» pictaia bo ardi. a>. 

Leys (John).— The Lindsays : A Romance. Post Svo, ilinst.bds., 2y. 
Lindsay (Harry).-*Rhoda Roberts: A Welsh Mining Story. Crown 

Ifg doth, y. 6A . 



Unton (E. Lynn). Works by. 

iToo 



muitralad boatdt. ar. aach. 

. ^ , -jdar which X<ordT widin nhntradoM, 

Atonamant of Loam DttBdaa. I •■yLovat* | Bowing tha Wlad. 

. ^ -^-.. • ""-' -aliiuiitfL I Pastoa CafOW. MHUunalrcandMlaaK. 

Tha On a Too Many. 
Poat 8ro, Ulastfatad boards, ar. each. i 

Vho Babol Of ftho FaMlly. I Wtth a BUkoa ThroaS, 

Poat Svok cloth limp, ar. U. each. ' 

Wttoh BtoHai.^ _ . .. ^ ..J , Ouryalvaai EmyaoB Womao, i 

BroaahooUngi B«hacl» from t ha Worict of Mrs. Lyhw Liwr ow. I 

B alOla BTOrftoa. Crawa lro> doth aatia. y. 6i<: 

Lucy (Henry W.).— Oideon Pleyce: A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth 

a«»a, y. 6dL ; poat >to, Bluatrated boatda, ar. 

Macalpine (Avery), Novels by. 

Taraaa Itaaaa* Crown 8*0, doth extra. x«. 

BrohaaWlnf. with Six IHuatradonaby W. J. HBIWHEST. Cfown »*o, doth aatra, to. 

MacColl (Hugh), Novels by. 

Mr. Bftranda'*" SooloS Faokaft. PostSra. flhnmtad boards, ar. 

Bdaor WhlUooh. dawn tro, doth extra. ». ^ 

Macdoneli (Agnes).— Quaker Cousins. Post Svo, boards, ^5. 
MacQregor (Robert).— Pastimes and Players : Notes on Popular 

Camaa. INia t » to. doth Jfanp . ar. 6d . 

Mackay (Charles, LL.D.). -- Interludes and Undertones; or, 

aiustc at Twilight Crown 8ro, doth extra, «r. 
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McCarthy (Justin, M. P.) t Works by, ^ 

A History of Oav Own TImoo* from tlia Accession of Qtieen VlctoHa to tiM Getienl Electian of 
iMow Library -Edition. Four Vol*., damy 8»o, cloih tztn, im. each.— Abo a PoruLAR 
Edition, tn Four Vols., crawn StnK cloth oztra, 6f. oacK-AncI the Jukileb Edition, with aa 
AppcndU of Evmitstotho ond of 1886^ In Two Vols., Uiy« ciown kvo. doll, wtra, 7*. 6tf. each. 

Jl History of Onr Own Tlmos, fiom 1880 to the OiamoiMl Jobiloa. Deasy 8vo, cloth oatra. 
ns. LIBRARY EDITION, uniform whh thaocevtooa Fouf Volumas. r.«-.- 

A Short History of Oar Own Ttmos. 6no VoL. crown wo, cloth axtsa, te.— Abo a CHBxr 
POPULAR EDITION, post 8wo, cloth Ump, v.fd, ..«.i_.«.,, i> 

A History of thm Voov Gsorj os. Fow Vote., demy 8»o.d . ex., xar. each. [Voli. X. * IL Me<|^ 
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, sr. 8A each; po« 8vo» illusttated boards, a/, each { cloth Imp, ar. 6A each. 



The Wntordalo MslMhbottnt 
My Bnomjr's DnugliinVt 
A Fair Saxon. 



nlay Roehford. 
tavMUly 



I>oaraia4y Disdain* 

■las Hlsantlirepo. Witt n Muatratfona. 



l>onna Quisoto. with 1* Ilhutradona. 
Tho Const off a Bssaon. ,^ 
Maid of Athens. With la IlIuEtratloaSi 
Camlola t A Girl whh a Fonuoa. 
Ths Dfotator. 
Bod Diamonds 



Ths RIddlS Ring. Crown 8to. cl oth, y. 6A 



•ThsRtdhtHononrablo.* By Justin McCaatuv. M.P.. and Mra. Campbbll nuBn. Craws 
Bvo. cloth extra. 6s. 

McCarthy (Justin Huntly)» Works by. 

ThS FrOBOil BoYOlttUon. (ConsStoent Aaembly, iTtMiJ. . Poor Volt., demr 8vo» cloth eatra, lar. 
each. (Vols. I. & II. rea^: Volt. 111. A IV. <M tiU/ress, 

An Ootlins Of tho History of Irsland. Crown evo, 1/. -.cloth. i«. 6d. , ^ ^ 

Ireland Binoo tbo Union 1 Sketche s of Irish History. iyg8>i 88t. Crown 8ve. doth. «i. 

Halls in Irf>ndon 1 Poems. Small 8vo. g old cloth, y. 6A 

Oor Bonsatlon M(»ysI* Crown 8vb. picture oorer. ix. ; cloth Basp. u, 8A 

Doom t An Ailanilc Episode. Crown Svo, picture cover, xx. 

Dolly I A Sketch. Ctown Vro, picture cover, x/. ; doth Hmp. u. 9A 

LtlyXass 1 A Romance. Crown 8vo. picture cover, ix. : doth luip, ir. 6a. 

Tbo Thousand and Ono Dasrs. with Two Photogravniea. Two Vols., cnwa8rOkbalf*bd.,iaj; 

A Itondon Lstfond. Crown 8vo. doth, y. 6d. 

Tho Royal Christopbsr. Ctown 8to. cloth, y. 6*/. 

MacDonaid (Qeoree, LL.DO» Books by. 

Works of Panoy andlmagtnatloa. Ten Vols.. x6mo. cloth, tfit odsss, Is doth cats, atr. ; ot 

the Volumes may be had separately, in GroHer cloth, at as. 6d. each. 
Vol. I. WITHIN AND WITHOUT.— THB HfODBN LiPB. 

M 11. Thb DisciPLB.— Thb Gospel wombn.—book of sonnbts.— orcan Songs. 

•t II u Violin songs.— Songs op thb Days and Night&— a Oooic op Drbams.— Roaosidb 

^_ POBMS.-PORUS for CHILDREN. 
H 1V. PARABLES.— BALLADS.-SCOTCH SONGBk 

„ V. & VI. PHANTASTBS : A Faerie Romance. | VoL V1T. THB PORTENT. 

^ Vlll. THB LIGHT PRINCESS.— THE GIANTS HEART.— SHADOWS. 
„ IX. CROSS PURPOSBS.-THB GOLDBN KEY.— THB CaRASOYN.— LiTTLII DAYLIGHT. 

w X THB Crubl Paintbr.— Thb wow o' riwbn.— Thh Castlb.— thb Broken swordb 
—THB Cray wolf. — unclb Corhblius. 

Pootloal Works of Ooorfs ■aoOonald. CoOaeted and Arranged hy the Author. Two Vela., 

crown 8vo. buckran, xar. 
A ThrsatOld Cord. Edited by Gborcb MacDonald. Poe t 8v. doth, y, 

PhantastSSi A Faerie Romanee. With a; Illustrations by J. BBLL. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. 6d, 
Nsathsr and Snow 1 A NoveL Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ar. 
Ltlith » A Romance. SECOND EDITION. Crown 8vo. cloth estra. 6r. 

Maclise Portrait Gallery (The) of Illustrious Literary Charac- 
ters: S8 Portraits by Danibl MacLISB j with Memoirs— Biographical, Critical. BIblioffraphicai. 
and Anecdotal- iUustrative of the Liicntore ot the former half of tba Present Century, by WILLIAU 
Bate?. B. a. Crown 8»o. cloth extra, jj. 6d. 

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 

In ths Ardsnnss. with so Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. 

Ptoturss and Lstfsnds from Normandy and Brittany. 34 iHosts. by T. R. Uacquoio. 

Through Mormandy. With 07 lltuMrattons by T. R. Macquoid, and a Map. 

Thronih Brittany. With 35 lUttstr.itions by_T. R. Macquoid, and a Map. 

About XOVhshlrs. WUb 67 illustratio ns by T. R. MaCQUO ID. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, a/, each. 
Ths BvH By. and othe Stories. | Lost Ross, and other Stor ies . 

Magician's Own Book, The: Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c. 

nSted by W. H. CREMER. With aoo illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4*- 6tr. 

Mas:ic Lantern, The, and its ManaReroent : Including full Practical 

Directions. By T. C. Hefworth. Whh 10 IDustratiows. Crown Bvo. xx. ; doth, ix. 6d. 

Ma8:na Charta : An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 

Kluseum, 3 feet by a feet, with Arms and Seals emblaaoned in Cold and Colouia. y. 

JMallory (Sir Thomas). —-Mort d' Arthur: The Stories of King 

Arthur and of the Knights of the Roifnd Table. (A Selectitm.) EdUed by ^, MOfTTnOMBRIB RAN 
KING. Post 8to. pleth limp. y. i~ . f . 
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■6 CHATTO A WINDUS. m 5t. Martin's Lant. London, W.C. 

Mallock (W. H.), Works by. 

Th« HAW R«pablle. Poet Svo. plctura cover, w. t dolli limp, sx. U. 

Vta« M«w Pattl ft VIrflnUi i Postiviam on u IilMid. Po« 8vo. cloth, m. CA . 

A RomauM of ihft llta#t— nth C»ntury. Cfow 9to. doch &r. i post 8v«h IhtL boMdi, m. 

PiMma* Small 4to, parchment, 8f . 

I» Lif» Wttrth Iil»tn<? Crow tro, cloth ertti, <f. 

Marks (H. S., R.A.). Pen and Pencil Sketches by. With Four 

PbotognvufiM and ia6 Ill imiatioBfc TwoVob. demy 8to» doth, jgy. 

I Marlowe's Works. Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes 

, and latfodiictloos. by Colonet CUWWiMCHAM. Cfowa 8to. doth ertra. y. 6JL 

Marryat (Florence), Novels by. Post Svo, illust. boards, as. each. 

A HaPVMt of WIM Onts. I fUMteg tknAliPb 

open I a— amol | Wrttf n In Wtx^* 



Masslneer's Plays. From the Text of Wzlliam Gifforo. Edited 

by CoL Cunningham. Crown tiro, ctoth e«tta, y. 6i<; 

Masterman (J.).— Half»a*Pozen Daughters. Post 8vo, boards. 2s. 
Matthews (Brander).— A Secret of the ^ea, &c. Post Svo, ilfus- 

tiated boanii, ax. ; cloth limp, as. 6d, 



Meade (L. TO. Novels by. 

A Bplduv of ForiOBtt. Crown 8yo,c 



Cnwn tvo. dolh, y, 6d each. 
In mn Iron Orlp. | Tho Yoioo of tho Chnwnwt With t nosnationa. 



doHuy. 6dL{ port tve. mMHated boarda, a 

1 tvo. dolh. y. 6d each. 

Tho Yoioo of tho C hnwnwt Wltht 

Dr. Rumsoy's Patlont. By L. T. Mbadb and Cuppord HaupaX. M.D. Ciown tvo. cL U, 

Merrick (Leonard), Stories by. 

Tho Hnn who was Oood. Pott tw, plctura boaidi^ m. 
This Btmgm of Fools. Crown Iro. cloth, y. 6A 
Cy nthia i A Daughter of the PhUitdnea. a toIi.. crown Sro. mt. net 

Mexican Mustang (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By 

A.E.SWBHTandJ.AltMOYKNOX. With »65 nhntiatlooa. Crown <yo. cloth eatra. yx; <<<: 

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by. Post Svo. illust boards, as. each. 

Toaoh and Oo. | Me. Porilllon. 

Miller (Mrs. P. Pen wick). —Physiology for the Young; or. The 

HoMaaoTUib. Whh wnnerooa IMuHnittonv Poit >w>. doth Mmp. a«. 6rf. 

Milton (J. L.), Works by. Post Svo. u, each : cloth, is, 6i. each. 

Tho Hyflono of th« Bklo. with DIrecrionafor Diet. 8o«^ Bfiha, Wlnat, ftc 

Vho Bath In Dlsoasos of tho 8k In. 

Tho I^srs of Llfo, and thol> Ralatlon to Dlsiasss ot Mm BMn. 

MInto (Wm.).— Was She Oood or Bad? Cr. Svo, u.; cloth, is. 6d. 
MItford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

Tho Oun- Runner : A Romance of Zululand. With a Fraotlniece by STANLBY I* Wood. 

The Luck or Gerard Ridtfeley. With a Frontispiece by Stanlby L. WOOD. 

The KIntf's Aaeetfal. With Six rull-pare Illustrations by STANLEY L. Wooa 

Renahaw F an n ing's Quent. With aTronti^iece by _ Stanley L. Wood. 

Molesworth (Mrs.)f fs'ovels by. 

Hatharcourt Rectory. Post 8vo, llluatrated boerda m. 
That Oirl In Black. Crown Svo. ctoth. i.y. fcfc 

Moncrieff (W. D. Scott-) .—The Abdication; An Historical Drama. 

With Seven Etchings by John PETTIB, W. Q, ORCHAROSON, J. MACWKIKTBB, COUN HUNTBIt. 
R. Macbeth and Tom Graham. Imperial 4to. buckram, tix. 

Moore (Thomas). Works by. 

Ths Bplcurean i and Alelphron. Fost 8ro, hair-boond. af. 

Froso and Versa j Indudincr SuppicMOd Pasta«es from the MEMOIRS OP LORD BYROa Edited 
by R. H. SHEPHERD. Wiih Portrait Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 71. 6d. 

Muddock (J. E.) Stories by. 

^ .^ _ -. --«.--_ J?"*? **<>• ''<^ •*♦»• 3'- fi* each. 

Kald Marian and Robin Hood. With xa Illustrations by STANLBY Woon. ' 

Basils the Jestsr. With Frontispiece by Stanley Wood. 

Ttoung X«oohlnvar. 



Feat Svo, illustnted boards, ar. each. 

I From ths 

Btorlss Wslrd and WondSPfki). Pott tro. lUuatrated boards, ar. { doth. v. 6A 



ps Dsad Man's Ssorst. " I From ths BoMun of ths Dssr. 
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CHATTO it WINPUS. ■■! St. Martfai't Uuf, Loadon, W.C 17 

Murray (O. Christie), Novels by. 

Crown 8to. doth extra. 9$, U. m^ { fwtt tv«, 
A Eilflt'S AtOB«ID«Bt. 

J<M«pb*« Coat. 19 lUtnta. 

Coals of Flro. s Uusta 

Val Biraago. 

Hoarts. 

Thm Way of ftha World. 



A Modal Flithfv. I BobMavttii*aUttto01vL 

Old Blaaoro Baio. | Vtmo's Rav 

BTthaC 

AW* of Hnauui Mataxa. I Mount Daspalv. 



Cyalo FoMuaa. Frootbp. I A Waatad Ovima. 
-- --- - Oata of tho SaaT I In Dlvast PariL 



Ftyt Paraoa Mi^nlag. 

A Oaafttl O* Malta* Crown Svo* docb, sf* 6A 

StaaMaklntf of a Hovalist 1 An Exporinmt la AntoUoerephy. Wltli » CoDotype Portrait nd 
^^ Vignetf. Crown tro. ait Mnw. 6t. 

Murray (D. Christie) and Henry Herman, Novels by*. 

Crown 8V0. doth ostn, y; 6d. oach ; post Sro. fflustratod boards, ar. aadL 
Ona Travollar Rotaraa. _ ^1 Tha Btsliopa* Btbla. 
Paul Jon— *a AUaa, *c. Whh IBugtratfcms by A. Forbstihr and C. Wicolbt. 

Murray (HenrjO, Novels by. 

Post 8vo» illutratod Donids, af. oach : doth. ar. 6d. each. 
A Gama of Mnlf. I A aonf of Stapanoa. 

Newbolt (Henry).— Taken from the Enemy. Fcp. 8vo, cloth> isTU. 
Nisbet (Hume), Books by. 

'BallUp.' Crown tvo, doth aitra. ST. 6A( poMtrou fflnstratod boards, af. 
Diw Bataaid St. Vlnoaai. P ost Svo, illiisnatod boards, ar. 
IiaMOBS la Art. with at lUustiatlons. Crown 8vo, doth extra, ar. 6d. 
Whava AM Badlna. With 97 Ittostrattoos. Square Sro, doth extra, jj. 6A 

Norris (W. E.), Novels by. 

Saint Aaa*o. Crown tvo. doth. |r. hk : post Ivo. pletnra boards, ar. 

Billy Ballaw* With a Frootispleco by F. H. TOWWSBMD. Crown 8ro. doth, y. 6rf. 

O'Hanlon (Alice), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ». each. 

Tha Onforaoaon. I 6haaoa ? or Fata ? 

Ohnet (Qeors:es)9 Novels by. Post 8vo. iltastrated boards, sts. each 

Dootov Ramaaa. j A Laot L o»a. 

A Waird Olft. Crown tw. doth. 31. 6d. t post frro. picture boards, tt. 

0ll{>hant^(Mr8.),^ Novels by. Post^o. illpstrated boards, 25. each. 



llphant (Mrs.), No^ 

Tbo Primrooa Patb. 
Tba Oraataot Balvaaa In 



\ aoTOagail. Crown t?o. doth, y. 6<<L 



O'Reilly (Mrs.).— Phcebe's Fortunes. Post 8vo. illast. boards. 2s. 
Ouida, Novels by. Or. 8vo, cl.. 35. 6d. ea.; post 8vo. illast. bds., 25. ea. 



Hold In 

Trlootrta, 

Btrathmora. 

Chandoo* 

Caoll Caatlamatna*a Oada 

Undar Two Platfa. 

~ ' IdaUa. 



Folla-Favlna. 
A Dod of Flandaro. 
Pasoaral. ^' | Slgnai 
Two Woodan Btaoaa. 
In a Wlator City. 
Arladna. | FMandshlp. 
A VlUado Commnna. 



Motha. I Plplotrallo. 
In Mavamma. J Waada. 
BImbL i BxvUn. 
Frasooaa. I Othmav. 
Prinooas Ifapvaxtno. 
OuUdaroy. I Rufflno. 



Puok. I 

Square tvo. doth extra, y. eadu 
Blmbl. With Nine XDustratlons by EDMUND H. GARRETT. 
A Dod Of Vlandars, Ac. With Six Ulustmtions by EDMUND H. CarrbtT, 

Baata Barbara. Ac. Square t ro. doth, to. ; crown frro. doth, y. 6d.i post 8to. iSu&tated boards, ar. 

POPULAa Editions. Medium Iro. 6A eadi ; doth, ts» nach. 
Undov Two Flags. | Motho. 

Wisdom* Wit, and Patbos. adoctod from the Worlcs of OUIda by F. Sydnby Moaais. Post 
8ro^ doth axtra, sr.— CHBAP EDITION, illustrated boards, ar. 

Page (H. A.).— Thoreau: His Life and Aims. With Portrait. Post 

>re. doth, »r. 6^ 

Pandurang Haii ; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface by Sir 

B ARTLB FRERB. Crown 8to. doth, y. 6d, ; po<t 8yo , iHu s trated boards, ar. 

Parker (Rev. Joseph, D.D.).— Might Have Been: some Life 

Wotas. C^i>wU sto, doth, fa. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New Translation, with Historical 

Intreductloo and Notes by T. M'CRIH. P.P. Post 8vo, doth limp, ar. 

Paul (Margaret A.).— Gentle and Simple. Crown 8to, cloth, with 

FroRt»piece by Hb|4U« PATBItSON, y. 6A ; post 8ro, mustrated boards, sr. 
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IS »» ■ CHATTO Jfc WINDUS, iii St, Martin's Une, L»aaftii, W.C. 
P«yii (J«me8), Novels by. 

Crown Iro. ctoth •stn, y. id. mth ; pod tvo, IBustnlod boatdi, «. mA, 



Lost Slv HualnOMd. 

WalMr'a Word. 

Ii«u BiMk than W«*m Patato«. 

By Proxy. | Vot Cash Only* 

H1«hBp(rl«^ ' 

If ndor Ona RooL 

A Gonfldontlal AJaat. With is WmH. 

A Gjrapa f>om a Thoi 



HolMay TMka. 

Tha Talko'tlMTTawarwiUfe niihMla 

Glow- Worn Tatos. 

Tho Mystory of MlrtoMfa. 

Tho W^rd and ttaa WUk 

Vho Burnt Million. 

Bonny S tori— . | A Aytat VMIaal. 



BarvMl* 



Tba Olyffards af CIfM. 

Vonnd Doad. lOwendollna^ 

■trk Abboy. I A Marlaa Bai 

Boma Prlvata Ylaws. 

Mot Wooad, Bat Won. 

Two Hnndrad Peonda BawaHL 

Tha Baat of Basbanda. 

Halvaa. | What Ba Coal Batb 

Pallaa Portunaa.iKUi A MaoMry 

APrtnea of tha Bload. 



Post fro iHustnted boards. •/. each. 
Banoroaa Btorlaa. | From BxUa. 
Tha Foatar Brotharo. 
Tha Family Beapadraea* 
Barrlad Banaath Htm. 
Bantlnok*a Tutor, i A CoantyFaadlyi 
A Parfaot Traaaura. 
X«lka Fathar. Lika Son. 
A Woman'a Vangaanoa. 
Carlyon'a Yaar. | Cactra Tryol. 

Hurphy'a Baatar. | At Bar Maray. ^ 

In Parll and Prlratlon. With 7? inustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, yt. 6A 
Motaa from tha * Nawa«* Crown 8»o. portmU co*or. ij. ; cloth, is.&l. 

Payne (Will). —Jerry the Dreamer. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d.' 
Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), Works by. Post 8vo, doth, 25. 6^ eau 

Poek on Pagaana. With Ilhistrationv 

Pagaana Ra-8addlad. With Ten fwll-p8e« IIlasrretlonsbT G. Du M AtTRias. 
Tha Boaaa of Bayfair i Ver» de Sod^te. Selected by H. C PEWWELL. 

Phelps (E. Stuart)» Works by. Post 8vo, 15. ea. ; cloth. 11. 6d, ea. 

Bayond tha OaUa. 1 An OldBald'sP^adlsa. | Burglars la Faradlaa. 
Jaak tha Flaharman. lllnitTated by C. W. r"ee~d. Crown «»e. cloth, ts. 6d. 

Phil May's Sketch- Book. Containing 54 Humorous Cartoons. A 

New Edition. Crown foHo. cloth, tt. 6</. 

Phfpson (Dr. T. L.).— Famous Violinists and Fine Violins: 

_ Hh torical No'es. Anecdote*, and Reminiscenced Crown 8ro. cloth, y. 

Pi rkls (C. L.).— Lady Lovelace. Post Svo. illustrated boards, 25. 
Planche (J. R.), Works by. 

Tha PorsulvanC of Arma. With Six Hates and 900 Ilhistftttona Crown 9n>, cloth, jt. ML 
Bonga and Poema. 1810-1879. With Introduction by Mrs. Mackakwbss. Crown tvo. cleth. to 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious Men. With Notes and a Life of 

Plutarch by JOHN and WM. LAV r. noRNE, and Portraits. Two Vols., demy frro. halfboond tot, id, 

Pbe's (Edg:ar Allan) Choice Works in Prose and Poetry. With Intro- 

duction by CHARLES BauORLAIRB, Portrait and FacsimOea. Ciown tvo, clotb, 71. 6A 
Tha Byataryof Maria R ogat . A-c Post Svo. illustrated boards, t. 

Pollock (W. H.)---f he Charm, and other Drawing-room Plays. 5y 

S ir Walter besawt and Walter H. Pollock. With 50 Illusrrationa. Crown 8»o, cloth fUt. tr. 

Pope's Poet ical Works. Post 8vo, cfoth limp, 2s, 

Porter (John).— King:sclere. Edited by Byron Webber. With 19 

fuU-oafire a nd many smaller Illu stra tions. Second Editioa. Demy tro, cloth decorated, itf. 

Pfaed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. bds., zs, each. 

Tha Bomanoa ot a Station. I Tha Bool of C ountaaa Adrian. 

Crown Svo, dodi, jr. 6d. each : post Svo. boards. 9t. each. 
Outlaw and Iiawmakar. I Chrlatlna Cha rd. Wth Frontispiece by W. Pacbt. 

Bra. Tragaaklaa. With 8 inustrations by Robert Saubbr. Crown Svo. cloth extra, y. 6dL 
Rulmai An Anglo-Australian Ronunce. Crown Svo, doth, 6r. 

PrIcelE. C), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. id. each : pott Ivo. ffluttrated boards. «. each. 

Valantlna. I Th a Foralgnara. | Bra. JLaaoaataVs Rival* 

G arald. Post Svo. niustrated boards, aj. 

Princ e8sl3lga.— ftadna ; A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6s. 
Proctor (Richard A., B.A.), Works by. 

Flowara of the Sky* with 55 Illustratloni. Small crown Svo. clotb extra, y, M. 
Basy atar Xiaaaona. Wmi scar Maps for every Night hi the Year. Crown Svo, doth. S«. 
Fanilllar Bolanoa Btadlaa. Crown Svo. doth extra. 61. 
Baturn and Ita Bystam. With 13 Steel Plates. Demy Svo^ doth extra, ror. id. 
Byaterlaa of Time and Bpaea. With numeroos Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 4f. 
Tha Unlvprae of Buna. &c. With numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo, clo(h extriL &(. 
Wagf • and Waotii of Sclapfia WQrkurg. CrQ\«n Svo, 1/. nt. 
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l^ltAtTO A WiNbUd. Ill St. Marflii's Uiie, LoAddh, W.C. t^ 

Pryce (Richard) .-f-Miss Maxwell's Affections. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

with Pfontisptec« by Hal LUDLQW, y. 6rf:; post 8to, Ulustrated boards, os. 

Rambosson (J.V.— Popular Astronomv. Translated by C. B. Pit- 

MAM. With Colourea Fronthpfeca and numerous lUustratKWM. Ciown 8vo, cloth extn, fs. 6rf. 

Randolph (Ueut.-Col. Oeor^, U.S.A.)-— Aunt Abigail Dykes: 

A NorelT Crown gvo. cloth extra, yx. flrf. 

Read (General Meredith).— Historic Studies in Vaud, Berne, 

and Savoy. With 31 fuU-page lHuttrations. Two Vols., demy 8vo, doth, aSf. 

Reade's (Charles) Novels. 

The New Collected LIBRARY EDITION, complete In Seventeen Voluines, set in new long priiser 
type, printed on laid paper, and elegantly bound in doth, price 31. 6d. eadu 



noi 



Wollln^tOAi and Cbrlstl* Jo^- 

•. MiuNl CMh* 
i. Th« CIolsUv and th« HMtrtta. Witks 
Preface by Sir Walthr BrsaNT. 

4. * It la Haver Too Lata to Vend.' 

5. Tha Cooraa of True Iiova Mavai* Did 

Run Smooth I and Singlahaart and 
Denblfetaoa. 
$. Vtaa Autobiography of a Thtati Jack 
of all Tradaat A Haro and a 7 
tyr I and Tha Wandarlntf Hair. 



tLova Wm LUiIq» Love ma Long. 
The Pou^le Marriajife. 
9. Ortmth GiLunu 
la FouJ Piny. 

II. Puc Yoiit'sall In Kla Flag^ 
13. A Terrible T^mpiAtlaa, 

13. A Slmpltitan. 

14. A WoiTiLLti'H4t«F^ 

15. Tilts JlLLk rji'i t.<\\it:t StQt\t^: and Good 

BtGFL4*i or Man i^nd fithet Anlmala. 
t6. Jk Ptif iJoue ^ecr^t. 
17. Reaauiaa ; ^llJ jbtibJa Charaetara. 



Hard Gaah J Orimth Gaunt. 

Foul Play. I Put Yourai 
A Tarrlbia Tamptatlon. 



Foul Play. I Put Youraalfln Hu Plaea. 



In Twenty'one Voluutei. post 8vo, illustrated boards, m. each. 
Patf Wofllnfton. I Chrlatia Johnstona. 
* It ia Mavar Too Lata to Hand.' 
Tha Gouraa of Trua Lova Mavar Old Bun 

Smooth, 
Tha Autobiography of a Thlaf 1 Jack of 

all Tradaa t and Jamaa Lambart. 
Love Ma LIttIa, Lova Ma Long. 
Tha Doubia Ma»rlaga. 
Tha Clolatar and tha Haarth. 



A Bimptaton. | Tha Wandarlng Hair 

A Woman-Hatar. 

Singlahaart and Donblafaea. 

Good Storiaaof Man and othar Anlmala. 

Tha Jilt, and other Stories. 

A Parllo na Saorat. 1 Baadlana. 



Popular editions, medium Svo,^^ each : doth, ts. each. 
•It U Mavar Too Lata to Ma nd.* . | ^Tha GlolaUr and tha Haarth. 
Pag Wo fllngtoni and Chrlatia J ohnatona. 

•It Is Mavar Too Lata to Mand' and Tha Clolatar and tha Haarth In One Volume. 

medium Bva. cloth, ax. 

Chrlatia Johnatona. With Frontispiece. Choicely printed in Elsevlr style. Fcap. 8vo, hair-Roxb.ar.6<f. 

Pag Woffington. Choicely printed in Elzerir style. Fcap. 8vo, half-Koxburfrfie, as. 6ti. 

Tha Clolatar and tha Haarth. In Four Vols., post Bvo. with an Introduction by Sir Waltrr Br- 

SANT, and a Frontispiece to each Vol., 14X. the set; and the iLLUSlRAl'ttO LIBRARY £i>iTiou, 

with iCustration} on eirery page, Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 48X. net. 

BIbIa Gharaetara. Fcap. 8vo, leath erette, is. 

■alaatlona from tha Worka of Charlaa Raada* With an Introduction by Mrs. ALnx. Ikb* 

LAND. Crown 8vo. buckram, with Portrait, 6s. ; CHEAP EDITION, post 8vo, cloth iimp as. 6J. 

Ridden (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by. 

Walrd Storlaa. Crown 8vo, clo th ext ra, 3r. td. t poet 8vo, ffln ttrsted boards, an. 

Poet 8vo, iUustrated boards, ar. each. 

Tha Uninhabited Houaa. Fairy Watar. 
- - _ Harlio 



Tha Prinea of Walaa% Oardan Party. 
Tha Myatary In Palaca Oardana. 



Harl|otharji Darling.. 



rha Mun'a Curaa. I Idia Talaa. 



Rimmer (Alfred), Works by. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 75. 6d, each. 

Our Old Country Towna. With 55 Illustrations by the Author. 

Ramblaa Round Bton and Harrow. With 50 lUu<itrations by the Author. 

About Bngland with Dlokana. With 58 Illustrations by C. A. Vanuer ho of and A. Rimm f r^ 

Rives (Amelie).— Barbara Dering. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 

post Bve. fllnstrated boards, as^ 

Robinson Crusoe. By Danibl Dbfob. With 37 Illustrations ty 

GEORGE CRUlKSH ANK. Post 8v o. half<lo th, at, i doth extra, gflt edges, is. 6d. 

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by. 

Woman ara Stranga. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, w. 

Tha Handa of Juatloa. Crown 8vo, doth extra, jr. 6d. i poK gvo, nhatnted boards, m. 

Tka Woman In t ha Dark. Crown am, dotly y. 6A ^ 

Robinson (Pfiiil), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each! 

Tha PoaU and Matnrat Baptllaa, Flahaa. and Inaa ata. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral Reflections. With Notes 

nd an Introductory Essay by 8 ainte-Bhuvb. Post 8ve. doth limp, as. 

Roll of Battle Abl>ey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors who 

casM from Nomandy with WUiui Uia Coaqucxor, ta66. Printed In Gold and Cdouts. sf. 
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Rosenjrarten (A.).— A Handbook of Architectural Styles. Trans- 

Utedby W . C ollBTT-Sandars. With 6y> lUustratioat. Crown 8ro. cloth c»tr». jt . 6 d, 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 2*. W. each. 

ruBtanat RMdIas and Jokaa. With naiMrout ISastrariont. 
Mara Funtaaa. Profaacly tllustratod. 

Runclman (James), Stories by. Post 8vo. bds., 2s. ea.; cl. . 25. 6d. ea« 

aklp iHir* Ji Shellbaokfc I Ormaa Balraat<n*a Swaathaart. I Bohoola Ji Scholan . 

Russell (Dora), Novels by. 

a Coantry 8waeth«art« Crown 8vo. cloth, y. W. ; poat Iro, pictura boards* ar. 
Th« Drift of Fat*. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. ttL 



Russell (W. Clark), Novels, &c, by. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra, v- ^* **clt \ P<Mt Bro. illustratect boardt, u. each : cloth limp. v. id. aack. 
Round the Oalloy-Flra. 
In tho MIddU Wateh. 
A Voyatfa to tho Capo. 
A Book for tho Hammook. 
Tho Mystory of tho *Ocoan Star.* 
Tka Ramanoa of Janay Mario wo. 



An Oeoan Trafody. 
Ky Shipmato liK>uiac 
Alono on a Wldo WIdo Boki 



Ky ShipmatoXouiaa. 

Alono on a W" '■ 

Tho Good 8kii 
Tha Phantom 



Tho Good Skip * Hohook*' 
""- "-^ Doatk 



Crown 8vo, cloth, y. bd. each. 

Tha Tala of tho Tan. With la Ittustra. I la kla tha Vaaf I Tba Coihrlet ShlF. 

tions by G. MuNTBARD. | Haart of Oak. \ Tka XASt Kntiy. 

__Ob tha Fo* k*alO Hoad. Post avo. tUuslrate J boards, v . ; cloth Hm p . ax. 6rf. _^__ 

Saint Aubyn (Alan), Novels by. 

Crown 8ro. cloth extra, jr. 6d. each ; post 8to, fllastrated boards, a*, each. 
A Fallow of Trtntty. With a Note by Omvkr Wrnorlt. !Iolmss and a Frontlspleco. 
Tho Janlor Doan. I Tho Mastor of St. Banedlora. I To HU Own MaataVi 

Orohard OamaraL | In tha Faoo of tho World. | 

Pcap. 8vo, cloth boards, u. (xi, each. 
Tba DM Maid's Swaaihaar*. | Modoat LttUa Sarat ' 



Tka Troralott Dlamonda. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^t. M. 



Saint John (Bayle).^A Levantine Family. A New Edition. 

Cr own 8to, cloth, y. td . ...«,____^____ 

Sala (Oeorg e A.).— QasUght and Daylight. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
Saunders (John), Novels by. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra, y. ftd. each ; po^ Svo, tllimrated boards, ax. each. 
Ony WatannaB. | Tho Lion in tho Path. | Tha Two 1 

Bound ^^J^* ^n?**?' Crown 8 to. cloth extra, y. 6rf.^ 

Saunders (Katharine), Novels by. 



Crown Svo. cloth extra, y. hi, each ; post 8to, illustrated boards, af. each. 
Mar<arat and BUsabatk, I Haart Salvaga. 

Tho BUb Mills. |_ Bobaatlan. 

Joan Marry waathar. Post 8ro. illustrated boards, ax. 

Gldoon'a Book . Crow n 8to, clotli extra, y. 6i/. 



Scotland Yard, Past and Present : Exjieriences of Thirty-seven Years. 

Hy IIx Oiief In&pector CavANA CH. PostSvo. ill u«if rate. 1 lionrtls. ax. ; cloth, ax. 6rf. 

Secret Out, The : One Thousand Tricks with Cards7 with Entertain- 
ing Fsperiments in Drawing-room or ' White' Magic By W. IL CKBMBK. WUhiooIUaatraUoaa Ciova 
8vo. clotli extra. 4J. 6rf. 



Sezuin (L. Q.J, Works by. 

Tho Country of tha Faaalon Ray (Obarara 



Map and 37 Illustrations Crown 8vo. cloth e»tra. yt. hd. 
*-l Altf ... .- ^ .- ...... 



ammoriau) and dia Hlghlaada of BavaiU. With 

_. ra. jr. hd 

Walka in AHl ara. W»th Two M ap& .ina i6 Illustrations. C rown >to, cloth extra, (a. . 

Seni or (Wm. ) .— By S tream and Se a. P o st Svo, cloth. 25. bi. 
Sergeant (Adeline). —Dr. End icott's Experiment. Cr. Svo, 35. 6rf. 
Shakespeare for Children: Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare. 

With mustfations. coloured and plain, by J. MOYR Smith . Crown 4to, cloth gik, 3X. td, 

Shakespeare the Boy. With Skeiches of the Home and School Lifot 

the Games and Sports, the Manners, Customs, and Folk-lore of the Tina. By WILLIAM I ROLFBa 
Litt.D. With 43 Illustrations. Crown 8to, cloth yilt. jx. 6A ' [SStS^ 
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Sharp (William).-- Children of To-morrow, Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s, 
Shelley's (Percy Bysshe) Complete Works in Verse and Prose. 

Edited, Prefaced, and Amotated bv R. HBRMB SHBPHRRD. Five Vols., crown Svo. cloth, ^r. 6<f. each. 
Po«tloia Works, In Three Vbls. : 

VoL L ljitro<liJCtion by the Editor ; Posthvmous Fragments of Margaret Nicholson : SheUey's Corre- 
spondence with Stockdale: The Wandering Jew; Queen MaU with the Notes; Alastor, 
and other Poems ; Jlosalind and Helen : Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais. JScc 
N XL Laon and Cythna; The Cend; Julian and Maddalo; SweUfoot the Tyrant; The Witch of 

Atlas : Eplpsychidion : Hdlas. 
,. III. Posthumous Poems ; The Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces. 
PvoM Works, in Two Vola. : 
Vol I. The Two Romances of Zastroxzi and St Irryne^ the Dublin and Mariow PamplUets; A Refu* 
tation of Deism ; Letters to Leieh Hunt, and some Minor Writings and Fragments. 
IL The Essays ; Letters from Abroad ; Transitions and Fragments, edited by Mrs. SHBLLsy. 
„,.... -t,, . . BWorlts. 



With a Biography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Worlcs. 
V Also a few copies of a Larce-PAPER Edition, s vols., cloth, £2 lar. 6rf. 

Sherard (R. H.).— Rogues; A Novel. Crown 8vo. cloth, is. 6d. 
Sheridan (General P. H.), Personal Memoirs of. With Portraits, 

M.ips. and Facsimiles. Two Vols., demy Svo. cloth, a js. 

Sheridan's (Richard Brinsley) Complete Works, with Life and 

Anecdote*. Including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Translations, Speeches, 
and Jokes. With 10 Illustrations. Crown Svo, half-bound, js. 6d. 

The Rivals, Tlis Behool for Soandal, and other Plays. Post Svo, half-bound, ai. 

Blisrld»a*8 Comsdlsst Ths Rivals and Ths Boliooi for Beandal. Edited, with an Intro- 
duction and Notes to each Play, and a Biografriikal Sketdi, by BkanDBR MATTHEWS. With 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo, half-parchment, vu. 6J. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, including all 

those in • Arcadia.' With Portrait. Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c, by the Rev. A. B. GrosART, 
D. D. Three Vols., crown Svo. cloth boards, y. 6d. each. 



Si^ boards : Their History, including Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and 

Remarkable Characters. By JACOB LarWOOD and JOH "" "~ 

piece and 94 Illustrations. Crown Svo, doth extra, yf. 6d. 



Sims (Qeors:e R.), Works by. 

Post Svok IDustraled boards ar. each ; doth limp. sr. ML each. 



Dramas of Llfa. With 60 lUustrationi. 

If amoln of a Landlady. 

My Two Wives. 

Seanos from tho Show. 

Tha Tan Command manf t Stoitas. 



Tho Ring o' Bolls. 
Mary Jano'a Momolra* 
Mary Jano Marrlod. 
TlnkUtop*s Grime. 
Zoabi A Circus Story, Ac 
Taioa of To-day, 

Crown Svo, picture cover, it. eadi ; cloth, u. 6d. each 
The Dafonot Reelter and Reader 1 Beiny Readings and Redutlons in Prose and Verse, 

selected from his own Works by Georcb R. SlUS. 
Tha Case of Ooortfo Caadlomas. i Datfonot Dlttlaa. (From rA« X^trtt.) 

Rotfnes and Vatfabonds. A New Edition. Crown Svo, ck>th, y. td. 

How the Poor IJve { and Horrible London. Crown Svo, picture cover, xs. 

Da^onet Ab ro ad. Crown Svo. ctoth. y. 6d. ; post Svo. pi cture boar ds, ax. 



Sister Dora: A Biography. By Margaret Lonsdale. With Four 

Illustratio ns. Demy S vo. pictur e cover , j d. ; cloth , 6d. 

Sketctiley (Arthur).— A Match iiTthe Dark. Post Svo, boards, 2 f. 
Slang Dictionary (The) : Etymological. Historical, and Anecdotal. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 6d. 

Smart""(flawleyT"N6vels by. 

Crown Svo. cloih, y. bd. each ; post 8vo, picture boards, ts. each. 

Beatrloe and Benedick. j Witho ut Love or Uoenoa. 

Crown Svo, cloth. 35. 6d. each. 
Lontf Odds. f The Mast er of Rathk eUy. | Tho Oatside*. 1 
Tha^Ijontfer. Post Svo, picture boar ds, ax. 

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by. 

The Prlnoe of Argolla. With rao lUustratloiM. Post Svo, doth extra, y. 6dL 

The Woolntf of the W ater wltoh. With mnnerous Illus tra tions, ftwt Svo, cloth, U, 

Society ill Lond on. Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth.^ii. 6rf . 

Society in Paris: The Upper Ten Thousand. ^A Series of Letters 

from Count PAtJL Vasi u t o a Young rrenc h D i plomat. Crown 8vo, doth, fi r. 

Somerset ( Lord Henry). —S o ngs of A dieu. Small 4to, Jap, vel., ta. 
Spaldins: (T. A.. LL.B.).-> Elizabethan Demonology: An Essay 

on the Belief in the Existence of Devils. Crown Svo, cloth extra, Sf. 
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Speight U. W.)» Novels by. 

/ Post8vo.itUntnl9db«arda,«f;««db 

Vbtt VjTBtovlM of B«MB PylM. I ViM L««4wAtct VnfMy* 

Th« Ooldan Hoop« | A Hoaksatf ^ 



FOattvo, cloth limp, u. 64. each. 
S Bmm» TltlAi I Wlf <a ■• WUiT 

CrowB tvA, cloth oztrtt 9t- 6d. oach. 
JL BMMt or tiM Bm. I Vho OMy Honk. I Tho Mulw 0f TMUUiac 
A Hiaioa of tbo Hoob i A Roonnco of fte Klng'a Highway. . 

Spenser for Children. By M. H. Towry. With Coloured niastratious 

by WAX.TBR J. MORGAN. Crown 4to, cloth extra, y. 6A 

Stafford (John), Novels by. 

Dovia aatf !• Crown 9to. cloth, $t. 6d. 
CavItOB PrtoPfk Crown 8vo. doth, filt top, ««. 

Starry Heavens (The) : A Pobtical Bisthoay Book. Royal i6mo, 

cloih extra, v. 6d, 

Stedinan (E. C), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 95. each. 

Yioiorlan Poota. | Tho Poota of A— rio«. 

Stephens (RIccardo, M.S.).— The Cruciform Mark: The Strange 

Story of RICHARD TrbcBNNA, Bach^or of Medicine (Uolr. Edinh.) Crown 8vo. doth, 6r. 

Stemdale (R. Armltasre).— The Afsrhan Knife: A Novel. Crowa 

•ro, cloth extra, y. id, \ poat 8vo. Ukistrated boards, ar. 

Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2». 6d, ea. 

Tmvola with a Donkoy. With a Frontispiece by WalTbr Cram. 
Aa lalaad Yoyago. Wuh a Frondsptcce by Walter Cranb. 



Crown 8vo. buckram, gilt top.6r. eack. 
Vftrntlla* Stvdloa of «on and Hooka. ^ . _ „ 
Vko Sllvovado Bquiittora. With Frontispiece by T.D. Strong. 
Vho Mmwrw lioa. 1 Oaanwoodai roeoa 

MemorlOB and Portrait*. 

VIrglnibna Paoriaqaa, and other Papers. 1 Ballads. | Maet Ott» 

Aaroaa tho Plaint, with other Memories and Essays 
Wolr of HormlstoB. (R. L. stjivbwsons Last work.) 

Sonfa of TvavaL Crown 8vo. buckram, 51. 

Bow Arabian MIghta. Crown Svo. buckram, gtit top, 6r. ; post Ivo, Dhistnted boards, at. 

Tho Bololdo Clabi and Tho Rajah'a Diamond. (From NBW Arabian Nights.) Wkk 

Eight IIlustratkuM by W. J. HBlfNBSSy. Crown 8to, doth. sr. 
Tho Bdlnhnrtfh Edition of tho Worka of Bobort I«onla BtOTonaoa. Twenty-seven 
Vols., demy 8vo. This Edition (which is limited to t,ooo copies) is sold in Sers only, tlie price ol 
which may be learned from the Booksellers. The First Volume was published Nor., 1894. 

Stories from Poreig:n Novelists. With Notices by Helen and 

ALICB ZiMMBRN. Crown Svo. doth extra, y, 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ax. 

Strange Manuscript (A) Pound In a Copper Cylinder. Crown 

8vo, cloih extra, with 19 lUustrations by GlLBBRT GaUL, sr. ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, 9U 

Strange Secrets. Told by Percy Fitzgerald, Conan Doyle, Flok- 

BNCB Marry AT, &c. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, »f. 

Strutt (Joseph). — The Sports and Pastimes of the People of 

Bngland 1 Indudlng the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mummeries, Shows, «c.. from 
the Earliest Period to the Present Tima. Edited by WlXXLAM HONB. With 140 lUustxationi. Crowu 
8vo. doth extra, yx. 6rf. 

Swift's (Dean) Choice Worlcs, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir^ 

Poftfak, and Facsimiles of the Maps in 'GuD' - . - 



Guniver^s TfBT^.* Crown Svo, dolh, 7/. 6d^ 
talllvor*a Trawala. iad A Talo of a Tab. Post Svo, half-twund, or. 
loaathaa Swift t A Study. By J. Chukton Collins. Crown evo. doth extra. 8r. 
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Swlnbttrne (Als:ernon CO, Works by. 

■•tootloBa tvom tlM.Fo«tloal Wovka «t A 8tud^ d^ BhAkvipamK. Crown •vo»tf. 

Sonjc* cr thA SprlnlcLdfiiB^. C rown tro. df. 



A. C. Swiabama. Fcap. 8vo 6x. 
Atelanta la Cal j4aB« Crown Ivo. Ar. 
Chast«l«rd i A TrayMly. Crown 8vo. 7'. 
Poama and ■allads. Fust Swubs. Crown 

8to, or ffcap. 8vo, ^r. 
Poams mad Ballailai Sbcono Sbaxbs. Crown 

8vo, 9/. 

Poama A Ballada. Third Sbribs. Cr.8To.v. 



■oatfa bafora Soarlaa. Crown Svo. tor. 6A 
Botawalli A Tiagcdy. Crown Svo. 121. 6d. 
■oaga of Two NaUoaa. Crown Svo, 61. 
Oaorga Gbapmaa. iSe* VoL II. of C. CUAF* 

MAfTS Worlu.) Crown 8vo. jr. 6tt, 
Kaaaya aad Stadtaa. Crown Sto^ tar. 
EvaoBttaaaa l A Tragedy. Crown 8vo. 6r. 
A Nota oa Charloila Dsoata. Cr. 8vo, 6f. 



T i-^J bt rn m o t Ly on«n aa. €n. « '^ Svo, f#. 

A Ci'^ntury f^t Rounds >■« Sm Jl4to. 8r. 

A WlKliummflr Halidtt^y. (..i<^mtk9ro,ys. 

Miir^oo FaMera: A Ir<ki:tr4>. <:rown Sro, &r. 

A BCudy ot VlctQi> tltiitu, CzownBvo,A«. 

Ml!it:{jll&nlQi. Li-.'fifQ f!^-.i. III. 

Xi-ucrlliu I A L r.^kj-cih-. Lri ^n i-v.j, ft^. 

A Study or Bfeij} /L^ngLon, k'nrwn Svo, 7* 

TUa SlntflHl A tra^cdv- Crii*in8TO.Ar. 

A ■ troplTA I, .tc . •: TOW H S 1 1>, jj . 

B-urtl«tt In Prove attO. poAtry, Cr.8fOiff; 



Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours : In Search of the Picturesqae, in Search 

of Consolation, and fat Search of a Wife. With Rowlandson'S Colourod Utettntions, and UCi of tho 
Author bjr J. C. HOTTBN. Crowa 8vo. cloth extra, js. 6d, 

Taine's History of English Literature. Translated by Hbnry Van 

LaUN. Four Vols.. snuO demy Sro, cloth boards, aor.— POPULAR Edition. Two Vola.. largn crown 
8to. cloth e«tra. ly. __^^ 

Taylor (Bayard). — Diversions of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 

Modem Writers. Post 8to, deth Untp. «r. 

Taylor (Tom). — Historical Dramas. Containing 'Clancarty/ 

'Jeanne Dare,' 'Twist Aze and Crown/ 'The Fool's Rerenga, ■ Arkwrigbt's WW^' * Anae Bolajm,' 
*Flot aad Paadoo. Crown 8to, cloth extra, ji. 6d, 

*«* The Plays may also be bftl separately, at tx. each. 

Tennyson (Lord) : A Biographical Sketch. By H. J. Jennings. Post 

8^0, portrait coyer, ir. ; doth, ir. td, 

Thackerayana : Notes and Anecdotes. With Coloured Frontispiece and 

Hundreds of Sketches by WiLLiAM Makepeace Thackeray. Crown 8vo, cloch e»tra. yr. id. 

Thames. A New Pictorial History of the. By A. S. Kraussb. 

•Wth yo Illustrations. Post 8vo . pict ure corer, u. 

Thiers (Adolphe). — History of the Consulate and Empire of 

France under Napoleon. Translated by D. FORBBS Campbbll and JOHN StbbBINC. W&h 36 Steel 
Plates. la Vols., demy 8vo. cloth extra, lax. each. 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. Cr. Svo, cl., 35. 6tf. ea«; post Svo, u. ea. 

Tha YloUa-Playar. I Pgoad Wa tala. 

Craaalda. Post 8vo. Illustrated boards, ax. ^.— ___^^____ 

Thomson's Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence. With Intro- 

duction by ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, and 48 lllustraUons. Post 8to. half-bound, ar. ^^^ 

Thorn bury (Waiter), Books by. 

Ttaa Idfa aad Gorraapoadaaoa of J« M. W. ToraaF. WIdi Hhatradoas hi Colouiii Oowa 
8to, cloth extra, 7*. td, _^___________________ 

Post 8to Illustrated boards, or. each. 
_ Ol d Btoplaa Ba-told. I Talaa tor tha Marta— . 

Timbs (John), Works by. Crown Svo. cloth extra. 7*. 6i. each. 

Ttaa History of Olaba aad Club I»lfa la Itoadoai Anecdotes of Its Famous Coflee^oosea, 

Ho^telries, and Taverns. With 4a IHuMrations. 
Bndlish Booaatrlea and Booaatrloitlaat Stories of Delusions, Impostuiea, Sporting Scenes. 
Eccentric Artists. Theatrical Folk. &c. With 48 Illustrations. ^^ ^ 

T ransvaal (The). By John de Villibrs. With Map. Crown Svo. is, 
Trollope (Anthony), Novels by. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra, y. 6A aach ; post 8ro, Dlustrated boards, sr. each. 
Tha Way Wa Lisa Mow. I Hr. Boarboroutfh's Faoilly. 

Frau Vrohaiaaa. | Ttaa IJsui d-LaadBaPB. 

Pott 8vo, Illustrated boards, ar. each. 
Kapt ta ttaa Dark. _ i Ttaa Amarlaaa Saaator. 

Tta a Ooldaa Idoa of Oraapara. | Joha Caldlfata. | Harlei Wa» 

Trollope (Frances E.), Novels by. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra, jr. id. each : poet Svo, V 
Uka Shlpa Vpoa ttaa Baa. I Habal's Profrasa. 
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TroUope (T. A.).— Diamond Cat Diamand* Post 8to. illost. bds^ as. 
Trowbridgo (J. T.)<— Parneirs Polly. Poit 8vo, illnst boards^ ». 
Twaln*a (Mark) Books. " 

Ciowii SvOk doCh MKtrai y • 6A Mdk 
Ttatt CbolM Works of Mark Twain. RtviMdand Comcted thitwvlioat by Um AuUmt. Wkk 

Lir«. Portrail. and nviMrotts IDustrattom.^ 
■oo^lag It I wd TkO InnoMiiU at Homo. WHh aoo inuttratioiu br F. A. Frasba. 
Vha^UBoHoaa Clalaaaat. With 8t tUiMtnHou by Hal Hukst aad othwB. 
Tom aawyav Akroad. with t6 IBustntfeu by Dak Beard. 
Tom aawyaFtDolaeilVO. Arc with Pbot«|gw?ur> Portrait. 
FadA'BboaA WUaon. with Poitniit and SU lUustrations by Louis Loss. 
■ark T«alB*s XJbrarF of Homoar. With 197 Uastratioot by E. w. kemru. 



Crown tvok doth ostia, $t. ML ooA; port Sro, pklno bottfla **. OMb. 

M ^rimp Abromd. Wnii fu THin'ratiwi. 

TbB In nO£«1lll A bra^^d l ^M. T h* hl«w pi^lm « Tr^jgr^i^i, W^Ml «34 DhntimtloM. (Tho ' 

ThQ £liid«d Aim. lu ^UHlC T^VAlKMdC tJ Wahi^hf^. u^tta ata lOnstratlaM. 

9h9 Adv«Titiir«a of T&m SH,vjr«r, Wfih in llluiiraliioqs. 

The Prlncft i&nd tiio P^uinrF M^iti^ t^ lIluKrtciouL 

L.il9 on LHA ■laajaalpsL ^^'i(Ft ica in»iVTAtk>n», 
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Th* Cup baud Fiptri, Bjr FlN Hi:,.:. 
W. t. OUbvris riaji ThtM ier«a, 
incB of IrLil) Wit aji4 nojaDor. 
Anlnali ua tbsLr ICutvrs, I)]^ Sir A. nSLPS. 
S««U] rrsftu r* . hy Sir A. 1-1 flli s^ 
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Aatocrat of the Br«ikBMt-iaMo aad Tha PraDssior 
atlfeaBraaklas^TaUe. Bf O. W. Houuuib 



Digitized by 



Google 



CHATTO * WINDUS, in St. Martia'* Laaa, Uadon, W.C. 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

LiiMRY BoiTXOif 8 OF NovxLS.many lUnstntad, erown 8vo, cloth eilri, $s. 6d. Mcki 

By WILKIB COLLINS. 
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TlMfl 



... BoaHjwaff. 
At Karkot Valaa. 
VBdorSMtodOrdMiL 



By MARY ANDERSON. 

Othallo'i OeettpatloB. 
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Ky Baemy'i Daaghtcr. Tha Blddla Mimm. 
lliM MlsaBthropa. ^ 

By JUSTIN H. McCARTHY. 
A LaadoB LoMad. I Tha Koyal Ohriato^ar. 

By OBORQE MACDONALD. 
haraadSaow. | FhaataaUa. 



Fatrlda Eftmball 
XlB4mt wllSc-Ji Lflrd? 

" Mr [«Df « E ' \ IdlW. 

AqwIu tlu Wind. 

By JUSTIN 

AFalrlaJEM 
UiUar KocMard 
~ j-Xadj DladAln. 



u t. 



MEADE. 

I Tha Voiea 



•r ths 



By U 1 

Aloldtaraf mtaaa. 
Za aa Iroa ttxlp. 

By LEONARD MERRICK. 
Thla Staga of Foola. 

^j BERTRAM MITFORD. 
Tha 0«aBQaaor. I Tha Klnft Aste^aL 

Tha Lack of Oarard Bauhaw Faaains^ 
Bidgalay. J Qaait. 

By J. E. MUDDOCK. 
Maid Xariaa aadBobtai Hood. , ^, 
Baaila tha Jaitor. | Toaog Loehlavar. 

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 

A Ufa'i Atoaamcat. "— '- *■"-• 

Joiaph'i Ooat. 
Ooali of Fira. 
Old Blasar's Haro. 
Val Straaca. I Haarta. 
A Modal Fathar. 
By tha Oata of tha 8aa. 
A Bit of Bnnaa Natura. 
First Parson Slnffnlar. „^^„.-„ 

By MURRAY and HERMAN. 
The Bishops* Btbla. I Faal Jaaas'a AUaa 
Oaa Trmfaller Returns. I ^^^^ 
By HUME NISBET. 
'Ball Vd r 

By W. E. NORRIS. 
Satat Aaa I. I Billy Bellav. 

By O. i>HNBT. 
A WalrdOift. 

By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 
Tha Borcarasa. 

By OUIDA. 
Held la Boadaga. '" — 

Btrathmora. 

Mo^aT ~| 
Flplslranc 
AVUlaga 



Cyaie Fortana. 
The Way of tha World. 
BobMarcin-s Little GirL 
Time's BeTensas. 
A Wasted Crime. 
In Direst FerU. 
Mount Despair. 
A Oapfhl o* Kaila. 



FrasMoa. I Othmar. 



Za _ _ 
iyrlla. 



Under Two Flaga. 
Zdalia. (Oaga. 

OeeU Oaatlaaialaaa 
Trieotrin. | Paok. 
Fella Farina. 
ADogofFlaaden. 
PawaraL I Bigna. 
Prineasa Napraxiaa. 

Ariadne. 

By MARGARET A. PAUL. 
Oentla aad Bimple. 

By JAMES PAYN. 
Lost Bir Mass&gberd. Rich Bptrlts. 
Lass Blaek than We're - "^ '^ - 
Painted. 



Two Llttla Woodaa 
In a WintarOity. IBbaaa 
Friendship. 



A OonHdeatlal Annt. 

A Orape ftoni a Thoia. 

In Peru and PrlraMqa. 



The Mystery of Mir- 

KProxT. (brldga. 
s Canon's Ward. 
Walter s Word. 



Jerry tha Dreamer 



By WILL PAVNE. 



Under One Roof. 
Slow-worm Talea. 
The Talk of the Towa. 
Holiday Tasks. 
For Cash Only. 
The Burnt MllllMi. 
Tha Word aad the VUL 
Saany Btories. 
A TrrinirPaUeai. 



_^ Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED. 
OatUw aad Lawmaker. I Mrs. Tregaskisa. 

OhristtaaOhard. 

By E. C. PRICE. 
▼aleatiaa. | Foreignera. I Mrs. Lancaster a BivaL 

By RICHARD PRYCE. 
MlssMazweU's Aflectioas. 

By CHARLES READE. 



Pee Wofllugton : and 
Christie Johnstone. • 

Hard Cash. 

OloisUr A the Hearth. 

Berer Too Late to Mead 

The Coarse of True 
LOTO Never Did Baa 
Smooth ; and Single- 
heart aadDoableface. 

Antobiography of a 
Thief; Jkck of aU 
Trades ; A Hero and 
» Martyr; and Tha 
Wandering Heir. 

4n«th — " 



Love Me Little, Lora 

MeLonff. 
Tha Doable Marrla^. 
Foal Play. 
Pvt Touaalf la Bia 

Flaoa. 
A Temble Tamptatlon. 
A Blmpleton. 
A WomanHatar. 
The Jmt. AotherStortes ; 

& Qood Stories of Maa 



A Periloaa Becret. 
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The Piccadilly (3/6) Novels— «m/t»««f. 

By Mrs. J. H. RIDDBLL. 
Wtlrd ItorttB. 

By AMBLIB RIVES. 
Bubftra Dtrinf . 

By P. W. ROBINSON. 
TtM Haads of Jnttlc*. | Womim In tli« Dark. 

By DORA RUSSELL. 
A Country Bweetheart. | The Drift of Fato. 
By VV. CLARK RUSSELL. 
-^ "-"—■"'— My BUlpniftio lonUo. 
Alone onWideWidc Sta. 
The Phantom Death, 
la He the Ma^ ? 
Oood Shin M'^hock.' 
The Convict Shljx. 
Heart of Oak. 
The Tale of tbe Tev. 
._^. The Laat Entry. 

AYLE ST. JOHN. 
▲ Ltvaatine Family. 

By JOHN SAUNDERS. 
any Waterman. I Tbe Two Dreamtn. 

Booad to the WhttL | The Lion in the Path. 

By KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 
WargaretandEllaabeth I Heart Salvage. 
Oideon'i Rock. BebaiUaa. 

The High Milla. I 

By ADELINE SERGEANT. 
Dr. Sndieott ■ Experiment 

By HAWLEY SMART. 
Without LoTe or Licence. 1 Lenff Odda 
TheliaitorofSathkelly. I The Outilder. 
By T. W. SPEIGHT. 



Bonnd ttip 6ftl)»y-7lre. 
In the Middle Watch. 
A Vcnrace to the Cape. 
Book for the Hammock. 
The Myitery of the 

' Ocean Star.' 
The Romance of Jeany 

Harlowe. 
Aa Ocean Trafody. 
By BAYI 



A Secret of the Sea. 
The Orey Monk. 
By Al 
A Fellow of Triatty. 
The Junior Dean. 
ofSl" 



The Master of Trenaaee. 

AMlaloBoftheMooa. 

T. AUBYN. 

la Faoe of the World. 

Orchard DamereL 

The Tremlett Diamoada. 



Matter of BtBenedictl. 
To hie Own Maiter. 

By JOHN STAFFORD. 
DoriiaadL 

By R. A. STERNDALB. 
The Afghan Knife. 



By BERTHA THOMAS. 

Frond Malile. I The Violin-Player. 

By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
The Way we Live Now. I Searborooffh a FamUy 
Fran Frohmaaa. I The Land-Leagnera 

By FRANCES E. TROLLOPS 
Uke Bhipa np«a the i Anne Foraeai. 
Sea. I Mabel's Progress 

By IVAN TURGENIEFF «o 
Stories from Foreign Novelists. 

By MARK TWAIN. 



Mark Twaln% Choice 

Works. 
Mark Twain's library 

of Hnmonr. 
Tbe Innocents Abroad. 
Bonghing It; and The 

mnocents at Home. 
A Tramp Abroad. 
TheAmerieaa Olaimaat. 
AdveafenresTomSawyer 
- - Lbroad. 



Tom Sawyer. Detec< Ire. 
Pndd'ahead Wilson. 
The SUded Age. 
Prlaoe and the Panper. 
Life oa the Mississippi. 
The Adveatnres of 
Hnekleberry Flan. 
A Taakee at the Conrt 

of Klaf Arthnr. 
Stolen Wblte Elephaat. 
Tom Sawyer Abroad: ALOm,O0O Baakaote. 
By C. C FRASBR^TYTLBR. 
MiJtren Judith. 

By SARAH TYTLBR. 
Lady Ben. I The BlaekhaU Oboete. 

Burled Diamoada. I The Maedoaald Lass. 

By ALLEN UPWARD. 
The Qneta agaiastOvea I The Frlace of Balklstan. 

By B. A. VIZBTELLY. 
The Seorptoa t A Romance of Spola. 

By WILLIAM WEStaLL. 
Soaa of BeliaL 

By ATHA WESTBURY. 
me Shadow of Hiltoa Ferabrook. 

By JOHN STRANGE WINTER. 
Cavalry Life aad Beflaental Legeada. 
A Soldier's Childrea. 

By MARGARET WYNMAN. 
My FlirUtioBa. 

By B. ZOLA. 
The DowafhU. I The FM aad the Thin. 

The Dream. | Rome. 

Dr. PascaL Bis Bzeelleaey. 

Moaey. | Lonrdes. I The Dram>8b<q^ 

By Z. Z« 
A RfaeUtalk Oeatnry Mirada. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OP POPULAR NOVELS. 

Post 8vo, Illustrated boards, as. each. 

By SHRLSLEY BEAUCHAMR 
By Sir W. BGSANT and J, RICR. 

WiUj Harp *4id Crowa. 
ThLi Son or Vii]£&&. 
Thm acid^n Eiitt«ril^. 
Tb« Monh.1 ot TheltiBK. 

By Sir WALTER BESANT, 

All &ari4 ELud Caoftl^ 1 To CaUl Her itinv 

tiuntof UbD. I rheAiliurSt Paul'L 

ThF Cipt'^tnc Room. ', Th« QdIp l^ou. 



By ARTEMUS WARD. 

Artemns Ward Complete. 

By EDMOND ABOUT. 

The Fellah. 

By HAMILTON aIdB. 
Oarr of Carrlyoa. | Confidences. 

Bv MARY ALBERT. 
Brooke Flachley's Daughter. 

By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 
Maid. Wife or Widow 7 1 Valerie's Fate. 
Blind Fate. 

By GRANT ALLEN. 
Fhillitla. The areat Taboo. 

StraBf e Stories. 
Babyloa. 
ForMatmie'sSal 
laaUShadea 



The Beekoainf fl 
The DevU s Dfe. 
The Teats of Shem. 



Dnmaresq's Daughter. 
Duchess of Fowysland. 
Blood RoyaL (piece* 
iTaa Qreet's Master. 
The Seallywag. 
This Mortal CoiL 
At Market Valna. 



By B. LESTER ARNOLD. 

iFhmnician. 

BY FRANK BARRETT. 



Fettered for Ule. 
Little La^ Untoo. 
Betwsea Life * Death. 
The Sia of Olga ZassoU' 

llch. 
Folly MorrisoB. 
Lieut. Baraahas. 
^oasit Davie. 



A Prodlfal'B Frogresi. 
Found Onilty. 
A ReceiUagVenfsanee. 
For Love aadHonoar. 
Joha Ford: an J His 

Helpmate. 
The Womaa of the Iroa 

Bracelets. 



Br CeUfi, 1 iLrbellx. 

Chftpliin at tha Tl^t, 
The ^»&!i]f gLdi. 
Tb* C^fl of Mr. Lu craft. 
In Ttaf&l [Tivr' i 'Ba.j. 
Tb.* Ttn YfliTi TMkaot. 



a Hlatbfl rm* • by Tow«r. 
Verbiu CsineUia Su> 

ptianDtli, 
tTii iTory Gate, 

B*j«id the DreuEu ogf 
Avul«e. 



Dorathy fanttr, 

Th.^ WorM Wsat Very 
Wcli Thmi. 

Burr ?MiJii*. 

Iqj Filth andFrtiiiPm. 

Uy AMBROSE BlERCE. 
^ %ht Mi/it or Llf.*. 

By FREDERICK BOVLE. 
drnp Notes. I Clironlfilu ot Bo man • 

Savaflt Lite. I Land. 

BV BRET HARTB. 
CsLllfomlait ei<ortH. 1 Flip. ] ManiJ^ 

a^brif 1 Cooroy. ii rhyiUioT %ht ei^rrii. 

tL'' Luck of BoiJ-LD£ ' A WeiT of th« Vlmi^k. 

Camp. i ^ Ward «f tht Qoldta 

ABHeiriM«f B«4Dot.J teti. 
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Two-Srillino HovMLs—continuedn 
By HAROLD BRYDaBS. 
Oftelt Bmb at Home. 

By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 

V of tiM 8vor4. nt MariTTtMi 



MariTTteM «f ■»• 



A OhU4 of Ratvn. 

Ood and th« Xaa. The Kvm AMmC 

I.OT0 Xc e»r Mm, Katt. 

FoxfloT* IBuior. Th« Bclr wf U«b«. 

ThclfasttfortlMlllBa. " 
Aanan Watar. 

By BUCHANAN and MURRAY. 
Tka Cuurlataa. 

By HALL CAINB. 

A Boa of Baffar. | 

By Commander CAMERON. 
Tkt Orali* of tho 'Black rrlaea/ 

By Mr«. LOYETT CAMERON. 

2>at«lT«n iTor. | Jattot'a Oaartflaa. 

By HAYDBN CARRUTH. 
The AdTentant af Jonei. 

By AUSTIN CLARE. 
Far tha Lovt of a Lav. 

By Mr«. ARCHER CUYB. 

Pa«] FenoU. 

Why Paal Ferroll KlUad hit WIA. 

By MACLAREN COBBAN. 
Vha Cora of Bools. | Tho Bad Baltaa. 
By C. ALLSTON COLUNS. 
The Bar lialetar. 

By MORT. « PRANCES COLLINS. 



Bwoot Ama Pafa. 

TrauBlgratloa. 
yromlUdalglittallU 

mtiit. 
A tight with Part«M. 

By WILKIE COLLINS. 



Iweet aad Twaatr. 
The Vlllaffe Oomodf . 
Ten PlAT ma Falia. 
Blaekmith aad Sehelar 



Armadale. ] AfUrDarlL 
Bo 2f ame. 
Antoniaa. 



My MlsoellaaJea. 

The Woman in Wktta. 

The Vooaeteae. 

Man aad Wife. 

Poor Kl« Flach. 

The PaUea Leavai. 



Jesebell Daof hter. 
The Black Bobe. 
Heart aad Bcleaca. 
'ISarMol* 
The EtII Oealaa. 
Little NoTola. 
Xtegaey of Oala. 
BUadLove. 



Hide aad Seek. 
Th* Dead Booret. 
Qaeea of Kearta. 
Wm or lira.? 
Ttai Hew M^alea. 
The Prosea Deep. 
The Law aad the Lady 
The Two Deetlalee. 
The Haaated Hotel. 
A Boffae'i Xdfe. 

By M. J. COLQUHOUN. 
Brery Zaea a Boldier. 

By DUTTON COOK. 

Leo. I Paul FoeUr'i Daaghltr. 

By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 

The Prophet of the Great Bmoky Moaatalaa. 

By MATT CRIM. 
Tha AdToataras of a Fair Behel. 

By B. M. CROKER. 
Pretty ICtie HevUe. I A FamUv Ukeaen. 
Dlaaa Baxriacteiu 1 Village Talee aad Jaagla 
■To Let.' I Trafredlee 

A Bird of Paoaca. I Two Baatara. 
Proper Pride. Illr. Jenria. 

„ ^ , By W, tYPLES. 
Hearle of Qold. 

By ALPHONSB DAUDET* 
The SvaafaUtt : or. Port 8alT»tlon. 

By ERASMUS DAWSON. 
The Poohtaln of YwSth. 

By JAMES DB MILLB. 
A Oaitle la Spain. 

by J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Oar Lady of Tean. l CIrea's Lerera. 
^Bv CHARLES DICKENS, 
itekeahy Beik 



By DICK DONOYAN. 
Tha Maa.Hnatar. la the Orip of the Law. 
From UfarmaMaa Be* 



Tracked aad Talua. 
CaafhtatLaitl 

Wanted I 

— - ■ ' aauy 



eelved. 
Tracked to B e a m . 
Uak by Link 

Bonpteloa Areaiai. 

Kaa from KkaahMlar. Daili Deedc 
A Deteettre'a Trtampha Blddlei Bead. 
The Hyatery of Jamaica Terrace. 

By Mrs. ANNIE BDWARDE8. 
▲ Fotnl af Boaonr. | Archie lorelL 
By M. BBTHAM-EDWARDS. 

I Kitty. 

By BDWARD EQCLBSTON. 
Baxy. 

By O. MANYILLB FENN. 
The Hew Viatraaa. I Tha Tteer IMr. 

Wltaem tothe Dead. | The White Virfia. 

By PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donaa. | Beooad Mra. Wlataaa. 

Never FargoUaa. Bereaty. tva Braoha 

Polly. Btraek 

Fatal Zera. | Tha Lady of Braatama. 

By P. FITZOERALD mad otbara. 
Btraage Beerete. 

By ALBANY DB FONBLANQUB. 
FUtfey Lacre. 

By R. B. FRANCILLON. 
Olympla. I Xtaf ar XaaTeT 

Dae by Oaa. i Bomaacea of the Law. 

A Beal Qveaa. Bepee of Baad._ 

Qnaea Cophelaa. I A Dog aad hia Bhadaw. 

By HAROLD FREDERIC. 

Beth'a Brother'a Wife. I The Lawtoa aiH. 

Prefaced by Sir BARTLB PRBRB. 
Paadaraag BarL 

By HAIN FRISWBLL. 
Oaa of Two. 

By BDWARD 0ARR6TT. 
Tha Oapal Oirla. 

By GILBERT GAUL. 
A Btraage Maaaacript. 

By CHARLES GIBBON. 

BoMa Oray. In Boaonr Boi 

Fancy Free. 
For Lack of Gold. 



Flower of the Foreat. 
The Braaa af Tarraw. 
The OoMea Bhafi 
Of High Bagraa. 
ByMaadaadBtra- 
LoTiag a Dream. 
A Hard Knot. 
Hearta Delight. 
BloodMoaay. 



Whatwlll World Bay T 
In Love aad War. 
For the King. 
In Paatnroa Braen. 
Qneea of the Meadow. 
A Heart'a Problem. 
The Dead Beart. 

By WILLIAM GILBERT. 
Dr. Aaatln'a Oaaata. i The Wliard of 
Jamea Dnhe. | Xoaatala. 

By ERNEST GLANVILLB. 
The Loit Hetreaa. i Tha Faaalchar. 
A Fair Ooloalat | 

By Rev. S. BARING GOULD. 

BedBplder. | Eve. 

By HENRY GREYILLB. 

Wo 



A Heblo Wemaa. 



I Mikaaor. 



ThaDaya 



By CECIL GRIFFITH. 

Haraaion. 

IE' 

By JOHN llABBBRTON. 

aBayi 



Oerlathla „ 

By SYDNEY GRUNDY. 

i ol hla VenU] 



. I Coaniry L 

By ANDREW HALLIDAY. 



'•ywL 



BTcry day Papera. 

By Lady DUFFUS HARDY. 
Faal Wynter-a ftaeriflce. 

By THOMAS HARDY. 
Vader the waeawood Traa. 

By J. BERWICK HARWOOD. 
naTwthBaa ^ 
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TwO-SnILLIMO V^yELB'-^OHtiHlud, 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNB. 

B«»trlx Budolpfe. 
LoT»— or » Hune. 
Savld PoiadexUrs Dto- 

appcaraace. _^ 
The Sp«ctn ttf %h* 

Cftinara. 

BjMIENRY HERMAN. 



Foruni«'a FooL 
ulona. 
MStromt. 



*w , ®y S^^ CASHEL HOEY. 

By Mr«. QBORQB NOOPER. 

Th* Ho«M of Baby. 

*^» ^y T'a"^ HOPKINS. 

Twtst lovo Mid Duty. 

* w..^^y,?!!2' MUNOERPORD. 

t fSS!" "if •''<*™' Lady ▼•rner't Plight. 

A Mnftal BtniffgW. Uaaatla&ctory Lovir. 

AlCedoraOlrc*. lady Patty, "^^^' 

„ By Mr». ALFRED HUNT. 

nMnkroflBModtL I BolfOondemned. 
iMtOthorPenoB. | ThoLoadaa CaaUt. 

f^U^iri^^"* INOELOW. 

m^^^SX "ARRIETT JAY. 
no Dwfc OoUoeii. | Qm«ii of Connavfhfe. 

« ,_, ,5y.MARK KERSHAW. 
Colonial facto aad Ptctioaa. 

. ^ By R. ASHE KINO. 

A DrawB Oamo. i Panion's BlaTO. 



^.BZAOyPNO LEPBLLBTIER. 
By E. LYNN LINTON. 



PatrteiaKambftU. 
Tka World WoU Lett. 
Vadorvhloh LordT 
Paatoa Caraw. 
' My Lore I ' 



Tho Atonoaaat of Loa« 
Dudaa. 

With a SUkoB Thread. 

SoUloftba Family. 

SpviDc Um Wind. 

The On* Too Uany. 
^,^ By HENRY W. LUCY. 
OldooBPloyco. 



^ By FLORENCE MARRY AT. 

8P^J-ft?TJ } I ^Harrait of WUd Oata 

righlttC tho Air. I Wnttoa la Plrt. 

„ „ ^ By J. MASTERMAN. 

Balf -^doxoa Daagbtor*. 

. . By BRANDER MATTHEWS. 

A Soorot of tho Boa. 

. ^^, .?y ^ T. MEADE. 
A BoMior of Portoao. 

^ ^ By LEONARD MERRICK. 



By JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 

aadOo. I Mr. DorilUoa. 

. .^yJi'^ MOLESWORTH. 

H a t ho ro oBTt Soetory. 

.. - w52: ^1 E- MUDDOCK. 

■^KS!?"^**»* »^ ^«»' I ^•'S" "»• »<»«« of tho 

dorfni. I OooD. 

no Ooad Maa'i Boerot. I ^ 

By D. CHRIST! e MURRAY, 



A Had*] Faille 

JoMpii ■ Ca&t, 

Cl«a4j of Ftr«. 

Val etratJiB 1 Hewta. 

Old BJajL^T I Rmtit. 

Tt* Way of the WorW, 

Cynic form no. 

A Li Tb ■ A.tittit ra nut. ^^_., 

by AR^RRAY And HERMAN. 

Oas* TrAlniJJtr )£«tiuai, I 11t« Bllb4tr BiblK 
Paai JftbutAlUf. I 

^- By HENRY MURRAYc 

AOaaoof Blaff. ABoafofBix 

By HUME NISBET. 



hy th« Oftt* cf tfat Baa. 
A £lLor HtiiDAu Maiur«. 
FiTki f*Ttvn t-s.Jk£ul>.r. 
Bob HvUu I Little airl 
Time ■ t(ev*nj^ri. 
A W^ud CrlQt. 
Ill Dira^t P■J^^ 

If QUI] t ly^tp^i- 



of Blzpoaco. 



•BaUTJpl- ' „ I P»A^«»«»»t.Vlaceat. 

BatotAaaJ?^^'^-'^®'^^'^- 
^ ^ By ALICE 0*HANLON. 
Tho Uktereaoea. | Chaaco T or Pato T 

^ , By GEORGES OHNET. 

^T^S?***- lAWolrdom. 

A Last LOTO. I 

^,^ , ^.By Mrj. OLIPHANT. 

wruteladloa. I The Oroateit Hairea la 

Tao Prlaroee Path. J Enciaad. 

By Mrs. ROBERT b'REILLY. 
Phflftboa Porumes. 

....... By OUIDA. 



By JUSTIN 

Dear Lady Dledaia. 
Watordale Relffhbonn. 
My Saooiy't Oaaghter. 
APairSasoa. 
UaUy Xoehford 



iBthrapo. 
By HUGH 



MCCARTHY. 

Caaiola. 
Doaaa Qolzote. 
Maid of Athoai. 
TheOoBotofaBoaaoo. 
The Dictator. 
Sed Diamoada. 
^_-., .■^^.. MACCOLL. 
br. Btraaffor'a Boaled Packet. 

By GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Eoathor aad Baow. 

By AGNES MACDONELL. 
Qaakor Covaiaa 

By KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
The ivii Bjre. | Loot Boee. Y^^'"« 

By W. H. MALLOCK. 
A Xoaiaaee of tho Hhio. t Tho Mew BopabUo. 
ftooath Oaatvry. ] 



Uador Two Plaga. 

OoolJ CaatloauOao'eOact 

TrieotrlB. 

Pack. 

FoUe Farlao. 

A Dog of Flaadon. 

Paaearol. 

Blgaa. 

Priacoaa Vapraxteiii 

Za a Wlator Gitf, 

Arladao. 

Prieadahl 



PipUtrono. 
AVU- 



/Ulage OomavBo. 
Waada. 
Othmar 
Preacoea. 

laMareauaak 
Qoildoroy. 
Kofflao. 
Byrlla. 

BaaU Barbara. 
Two Offeadera. 
Ooida'a Wladom. Wit. 
aad Pat^hca 



Prieadahlp. aKPathcT^ 

•-SSaSlSlJ"^* ^^'^^S '•^^^ 

UdpLo^aSr^'-'''^'^'^- 
^ „_ By EDGAR A. POE. 
Tho Wyitory of Marie Kog et. 

By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRABD. 

The Bonaaco of a BUtioa. -^«*^ 
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